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Wht Germany wud Aah Saasilllicas 


world attention and concern as have 

the recent anti-Semitic outbursts in 
West Germany that began on Christmas 
Day with the desecration of the rebuilt syna- 
gogue in Cologne. Yet in themselves they 
are neither new nor unusual. 

From time to time since the end of 
World War II, news dispatches from West 
Germany have reported the desecration of 
Jewish cemeteries and synagogues, the paint- 
ing of swastikas and insulting phrases on 
Jewish houses, and personal threats and 
abuses against Jews. But up until Christmas 
Day, 1959, few challenged Bonn when it 
described these acts as isolated incidents 
committed by immature and irresponsible 
extremists. The sporadic nature of the pre- 
vious outrages lent some support to the gov- 
ernment’s moderate and unconcerned ap- 
praisal; and the ugly episodes quickly passed 
from public attention without either de- 
tracting from the widely accepted image of 
the democratic “New Germany” or lessen- 
ing the esteem for Adenauer’s government 
among the nations of the free world. 

To many observers, the apparently or- 
ganized and directed character of these out- 
breaks reflects a nascent crisis in government 
and democracy in the Federal Republic 
because it indicates a resurgence of Nazism 
which the Bonn government was pledged to 
prevent but which it apparently has failed 
to do. If this appraisal should prove to be 
correct, the prestige of the Adenauer admin- 
istration and the status of West Germany 
in the Western community are bound to 
be seriously affected. 

The West German government, of course, 
does not take so bleak a view of this possible 
significance of the disorders, but is aware of 
the threat they have presented to the image 


F* INCIDENTS HAVE AROUSED as much 


By LILLIAN LEVY 


of a democratic “New Germany.” The Bonn 
government has issued a statement denounc- 
ing the recent events as “part of a concerted 
plan to discredit the Federal Republic in 
the eyes of world opinion.” It thus has rec- 
ognized the organized character of the 
events while disclaiming their German 
origin. 

At a recent press conference in the Ger- 
man Embassy in Washington, Ambassador 
Wilhelm Grewe denied the charge of a 
Nazi resurgence and insisted that the series 
of events were no symptom of a “new, 
strong, anti-Semitic wave” in his country. 
Said the German Ambassador, “No organ- 
ization exists inside Germany with money 
and connections to do such things.” He also 
charged that Communists, possibly East 
German, are responsible for the outrages. 

So far the Bonn government has failed 
materially to substantiate the alleged anti- 
German plot and its supposed foreign inspi- 
ration. The Social Democratic Party, the 
major opposition to Adenauer’s Christian 
Democratic administration, and other re- 
sponsible opposition groups believe that the 
Adenauer government and his party, rather 
than the Communists, must bear both the 
blame and shame for what appears to have 
been the work of organized Nazis. They 
charge that the fault lies not in the Com- 
munist satellites but in the Germans them- 
selves. Steps taken to ban the National 
Youth of Germany, the League of Na- 
tionalist Students, and to prohibit further 
meetings of the Reichs Party—all rightist 
organizations—indicate that, despite its pub- 
lic disavowals, the Bonn government recog- 
nizes some of the endemic sources of the 
infection. A spokesman from the West Ger- 
man Embassy in Washington acknowledged 
that even if the contagion was from out of 
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Germany, there still remains within an 
abnormally high degree of susceptibility to 
the anti-Semitic virus. 

Willic Brandt, Mayor of West Berlin, is 
among those German leaders who attribute 
the development of neo-Nazism in West 
Germany to the laxity of the present govern- 
ment in dealing with known and notorious 
Nazis and their restoration to respectability 
and even their appointment to high political 
office. A report last year by the American 
Jewish Congress entitled “The German Di- 
lemma” called attention to former Nazis 
now in responsible government positions as 
well as in the courts and in the schools, 
listing them by name, present position, and 
past history. On January 5 of this year, the 
American Jewish Committee presented a 
similar list to Ambassador Grewe. ‘The Ger- 
man Ambassador denied that Nazis have 
positions in the Bonn government and said, 
“The Government of Germany would not 
tolerate in an official function anyone in- 
volved in past crimes.” 

The list of some of the more prominent 
former Nazis now in high government posi- 
tions includes Ambassador Grewe. Herr 
Grewe was a member of the Lawyers and 
University Professors group of the Nazi 
party. Under Hitler, he lectured on inter- 
national law at the Universities of Konigs- 
berg and Berlin. His standing in the Nazi 
party was secure enough to permit his mar- 
riage to a woman who was “part-Jewish.” 
The Ambassador’s former Nazi affiliations 
were verified by a spokesman for the Roy 
Bernard Co., Inc., a New York firm that 
handles public relations for West Germany 
in the United States. To this spokesman the 
Embassy refers such press inquiries. Am- 
bassador Grewe was not denazified until 
1947. 

Among other former Nazis high in the 
Adenauer government are Gerhard Schroe- 
der, Minister of the Interior, formerly a 
Hitler Storm Trooper; Dr. Hans Bethge, 
Labor Office Director for North Rhine 
Westphalia, who was an intimate associate 
of Heinrich Himmler; Dr. Heinrich Hoehn, 
a former SS brigade leader, now Managing 
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Director of the German Society of Econom- 
ics; Rudolph Enkhaus, Buekeberg County 
Judge, who once dispensed justice as a Nazi 
military judge; Heinz Reniefaith, a former 
Gestapo group leader and now Mayor of 
Westerland und Sylt. 

Todate, Chancellor Adenauer has chosen 
to disregard complaints against these and 
other former Nazis, now members of his 
cabinet, such as Dr. Theodor Oberlaender, 
West German Refugee Minister and Hans 
3lobke, Adenauer’s personal adviser. A com- 
mittee of former European resistance fight- 
ers has been pressing for an investigation of 
Dr. Oberlaender. It claims he was involved 
in the massacre of 2,400 Jews at Lwow in 
1941. Hans Globke was Hitler’s official com- 
mentator upon the Nuremberg Laws, the 
racial decrees whereby the Nazis labelled 
Jews as non-Aryans and thus inferior peo- 
ples. Based upon Globke’s commentaries, 
the Nazis acted to deprive non-Aryans of 
citizenship, property, liberty, and, in the 
instance of 6,000,000 Jews, of life itself. 

Globke’s past history is admitted by the 
Press Office of the German Embassy. An 
Embassy spokesman justified Globke’s pres- 
ent status in Bonn on the assumption that 
things would have been “much worse” for 
the Jews and other non-Aryans if not for 
Globke’s temperance in interpreting the 
racial decrees. Another defense offered is 
that Globke’s denazification resulted “only 
after the most searching kind of investiga- 
tion.” 

Those like Globke, Ambassador Grewe, 
and the others, having undergone denazifi- 
cation, are absolved of all involvement in 
Nazi crimes, and cleared of former Nazi 
afhliation. In this sense, then, Ambassador 
Grewe is correct in his assertion that West 
Germany does not have in its government 
those involved in past crimes. 

The laxity of the Bonn government 
toward former Nazis is perhaps most evi- 
dent in the treatment it accords to those 
doctors guilty of medical atrocities on con- 
centration camp inmates during World 
War II. 

A list of these doctors, together with the 
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crimes committed, is contained in the files 
of the Association des Deportés et Internés 
de la Resistance (A.D.I.R.) in Paris, France. 
The list is long and impressive, and further 
documentation is available in a 1500-page 
volume, published in 1950, entitled “Croix 
Gammée Contre Caducée” (The Swastika 
Against the Caduceus), compiled by Dr. 
Francois Bayle, neuro-psychiatrist and Chief 
of Medicine in the French Office of Mili- 
tary Security. 

A.D.I.R. is an organization of former re- 
sistance fighters whose objective is to seek 
compensation for the 1500 victims of medi- 
cal atrocities who still survive and punish- 
ment for those who committed the medical 
crimes. Its president is Mme. Genevieve de 
Gaulle Anthonioz, niece of France’s Presi- 
dent Charles de Gaulle, who, like her uncle, 
fought in the French Resistance. According 
to Mme. de Gaulle Anthonioz, “Neither 
compensation for the victims nor just pun- 
ishment for the guilty has been rendered 
thus far by Adenauer’s government.” She 
attributes Bonn’s failures in this area to the 
influence of such former Nazis as Herr 
Globke; Adenauer’s Minister of Justice, 
Fritz Schaeffer, who some months back 
openly opposed Bonn’s program of restitu- 
tion to victims of Nazism; and Minister of 
Finance, Dr. G. Blessing, who also is out- 
spoken in his opposition to further repara- 
tions. 

Included in the A.D.LR. files is the rec- 
ord of Dr. Hertha Oberhauser, now a prac- 
ticing pediatrician in Schleswig-Holstein in 
an office equipped with the aid of a govern- 
ment loan. Dr. Oberhauser was sentenced 
to twenty years at hard labor by the Nurem- 
berg Allied Tribunal for the deaths of hun- 
dreds of women and young girls in her care 
in the notorious Ravensbrueck Concentra- 
tion Camp for Women and for having 
assisted in surgical experiments which either 
killed or crippled those forced to suffer 
them. Mme. de Gaulle Anthonioz was sent 
to Ravensbrueck by the Nazis when they 
captured her and other young women in the 
French Resistance and witnessed Dr. Ober- 
hauser’s inhuman medical behavior and its 
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results upon Polish prisoners whom Ober- 
hauser used as human bone banks. 

Dr. Oberhauser served only seven years of 
her sentence. Upon her release, West Ger- 
man authorities compensated her financially 
for the years spent in prison. None of her 
surviving victims, among them the fifty- 
three Polish women whom she helped crip- 
ple, have received compensation from the 
same government. 

Dr. Oberhauser resumed her medical prac- 
tice in Munich; but her license to practice 
there was temporarily withdrawn when the 
local association of Victims of Nazi Perse- 
cutions protested. She appealed the with- 
drawal successfully on the grounds that she 
was not found guilty by a German court but 
was condemned by a foreign tribunal. She 
has an excellent practice despite the fact 
that her past is well known. She lives com- 
fortably in a well-appointed home . . . that 
contrasts sharply with the poor economic 
circumstance under which her victims exist 
because of their physical inability to work. 
_ Dr. Herman Pook, a former SS-Officer, 
was the author of the order to remove all 
gold from the teeth of inmates murdered in 
the concentration camps. An American Mil- 
itary Tribunal sentenced him to ten years’ 
penal servitude. He was released before 
serving his full term and managed to be 
classified as “Not Implicated” by a Berlin 
Denazification Court in 1951. He has since 
been re-admitted to the Association of Den- 
tal Surgeons and now practices in a penal 
institution in West Berlin. According to 
reliable German sources, his papers with the 
Dental Association do not show his convic- 
tion by the American Tribunal. 

Dr. Hans Bobo Gorgass was sentenced to 
life imprisonment in 1949 for the murder of 
the sick and the Jewish children in a hospi- 
tal to which he had been assigned. The 
Minister of Justice at Hesse subsequently 
reduced his sentence and later pardoned 
him. He now is chief of medicine at a hos- 
pital in one of the provinces. Dr. Adolf 
Prachtl subjected prisoners at Dachau to 
experiments that, in some instances, led to 
blindness. He is a practicing gynecologist in 
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Munich. Dr. Hans Eisele is one of the few 
doctors found guilty of atrocities by a Ger- 
man court and sentenced. He managed to 
escape to Cairo before imprisonment. Ac- 
cording to editorials in German newspapers 
in July, 1958, his escape was managed with 
either government connivance or coopera- 
tion. 

Dr. Siegfried Ruff teaches at the Univer- 
sity of Bonn and is a medical officer in the 
Federal German Air Force. During the 
War, he directed the low temperature ex- 
periments for the Luftwaffe on concentra- 
tion camp inmates. In these experiments 
subjects were suspended in icy waters until 
consciousness was lost and then exposed to 
bodily stimuli to observe responses. Accord- 
ing to Dr. Hubertus Strughold, these ex- 
periments, done in the name of German 
Aviation Medicine, have dishonored the 
history of medicine in Germany. Dr. Strug- 
hold, now an American citizen and inter- 
nationally known as the Father of Space 
Medicine, was a medical officer in the Luft- 
waffe during the period of the experiments; 
but he avoided participation in them either 
directly or indirectly. Now Professor of 
Space Medicine in the United States Air 
University Command, Dr. Strughold de- 
nounced his former country for allowing 
such criminals as Ruff to go unpunished. 
He said, “If Germany permits Ruff to prac- 
tice, the disgrace is hers.” 

The Bonn government also has been ac- 
cused of providing a haven for leaders of 
Fascist groups from other countries. In a 
meeting with Ambassador Grewe, American 
Jewish Committee representatives called at- 
tention to “sharply increased anti-Jewish 
propaganda by Arab groups, as well as Hun- 
garian and other Eastern European Fascist 
refugee groups” in West Germany. They 
also charged that convicted Nazi offenders 
were being smuggled into Egypt by a neo- 
Nazi underground with no interference from 
the government. Ambassador Grewe pledged 
an investigation and action against such 
offenses. Subsequently, the arrest of a Ham- 
burg street brawler, Wilhelm Adami, un- 
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covered a recruiting service for Egypt’s 
Nasser among former Nazi SS men for an 
Arabian Legion Against Israel. Adami con- 
fessed his role as recruiting agent and said 
that six hundred such German veterans now 
were in Egypt. 

Sharp criticism against the Adenauer ad- 
ministration also has been directed at its 
failure to educate its youth against Nazism. 
This failure has been openly acknowledged 
by West German authorities. Last Novem- 
ber, Ambassador Grewe said that this over- 
sight must be corrected before anti-Semitism 
can be eliminated from German patterns of 
thought and conduct. But the failure of the 
Bonn government to discharge this political 
commitment these many years is left unex- 
plained. 

West Germany’s past approach to the 
problem of educating its youth has been 
one of deliberate policy rather than accident 
or oversight. The German government has 
preferred to ignore the history of the Hitler 
era rather than educate against it. It has 
bitterly resented any public reminders of 
this past. Recently, Bonn objected to the 
distribution by the Polish Embassy in 
Washington of a few copies of a volume 
published by Polonia in Warsaw, entitled, 
“We Have Not Forgotten,” which con- 
tained pictures and records, mainly from 
German sources, of Nazi crimes in Poland. 
German authorities admitted considering an 
official protest to the Department of State 
but refrained since the Polish book neither 
misrepresented nor exaggerated the facts. A 
spokesman from the German Embassy com- 
mented, “There is nothing in the book that 
is not true; but it is difficult for us to con- 
tinuously proclaim, “We are guilty.’ This is 
all in the past. Things are different now in 
Germany and the past is better forgotten.” 
This was the German official position and 
attitude in December, 1959. 

It probably is difficult and even painful 
for a nation to embark upon a program of 
education which would expose its children 
to the shame of its recent history, especially 
when many of the parents have been inti- 
mately involved in this past and when the 
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habit of nations is to extol their glories and 
achievements. Possibly, too, there may be 
difficulties in getting qualified teachers. 
Robert Borchart, Press Secretary of the 
German Embassy, observed that one of the 
problems in educating the youth of Ger- 
many about the Nazi period is that many 
teachers, while perhaps not guilty of specific 
crimes or atrocities, were members of Hit- 
ler’s Nationalist Socialist Party and “it is 
rather awkward for them” to teach about 
Nazism. 
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Nevertheless, leading Germans insist on 
the necessity of more education in the 
schools on the evils of Nazism. Erich 
Mende, Chairman of the Free Democratic 
Party, observed, “The youth in the school 
must be better informed about the past and 
Hitler’s crimes.” Willie Brandt, Mende, 
and other Germans believe that truth in 
education is an important step toward ulti- 
mate redemption for Germany and its peo- 
ple, and that public confessional pleas of 
“mea culpa” are years overdue. 





HARLEM DAY 
By Ruopa Gaye ASCHER 


The sun breaks over Harlem first 

Then, at about six o’clock 

Its sleepy rays start downtown to work 
Riding the tinned rails of the dirty transit 
Leaving the new morning half awake 
Rubbing old southern nightmares 

From its eyes 


Morning scrubs the floors to noon 

When faded flags on washlines 

Wave the children home for lunch 

Dishes, scarred from many meals are washed 
again 

And stored with old maps in high cupboards 

And shopping, the slow daily prayer 


For life, consumes the day 


Evening in Harlem starts late 
When the cleaners of the city 
Recover their souls going home 
And the tired day-hidden laughter 
Breaking its unseen bonds of 


>? &¢ 


“Yes, sir,” “no, sir,” and “thank you, ma’am” 


Flies, free, into a world of music. 


A TIME AND PLACE 
By Hartey ALan Rot 


I sacrifice a calm and brilliant cube of ice 
To rob the furious coffee of its mobbed heat. 


Not all the gold of wit, pat brilliancy of cold 
Spares the god-cube, I see, its loss of identity. 


The coffee, long set by, removed from the 
lie of heat 

Becomes, not ice from thence, but under its 
influence. 


An entire law of nature 
Unfolds upon this gesture. 





SABBATH PORTRAIT 


By Sarau SINGER 


Today is hers, the very light 
Grown sacrosanct, her bearing free 
Of fret-encumbered weekday plight; 
Her Sabbath-bred serenity 


Enriched by covenant and hymn. 
Today is hers, its tenure fraught 
With visions bright as seraphim,— 
Despair unlearned, belief rewrought. 


Become inviolate with prayer, 
Elect beyond the bane of woe, 
She is transfigured, hers to share 
Pledged Canaan, unwalled Jericho. 








John Brown and Civic Freedom 


LANCING THROUGH the flood of mate- 
rial from the Civil War Centennial 
| Commission that crosses my desk 
every week, I have begun to feel a trifle un- 
easy. Civil War buffs are an amiable and 
harmless breed—in fact, some of my best 
friends are Civil War buffs—but the thought 
of having to suffer through five years of 
pageants and mock battles, of displays of 
antiquated firearms and authentic costumes, 
is a bit dismaying. And this feeling has been 
heightened, I must say, by accounts of this 
week’s observances at Harpers Ferry. For one 
thing, the observances were arranged by 
local groups without aid or recognition from 
the Centennial Commission. The explana- 
tion offered is that the raid on Harpers 
Ferry stands somewhat apart from the main 
stream of Civil War events. But it is obvious 
that this is only a partial explanation. The 
New York Times quotes a local resident as 
saying: “John Brown’s raid was embarrassing 
and untimely when it occurred in 1859 and 
it apparently still is today.” According to 
the Times, there is a feeling that the Cen- 
tennial Commission was not over-eager to 
be involved in commemorating a treasonable 
act. Against this background it is not sur- 
prising to note that the observances have 
been primarily designed to revitalize the 
dormant town of Harpers Ferry. There will 
be, one learns, an exhibit of authentic cos- 
tumes and antiquated firearms, along with a 
beard-growing contest, a style show, and an 
antique show. There will also be a pageant, 
a sham battle and, finally, Old John Brown 
will be captured and marched off to the 
hoosegow. Buried deep in one of the stories 
is a curious suggestion that the observances 
have been designed to remove the “curse” 
that Brown put on the place a hundred years 
ago. 
Now if all this is a token of how the cen- 
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tennial of the Civil War is to be observed, 
it is most unfortunate. Only recently the 
Civil Rights Commission reminded us that 
today, a hundred years after the Civil War, 
the great, stubborn fact remains that many 
people have not yet accepted the principles, 
purposes, or authority of the Fourteenth 
and Fifteenth Amendments. Just the other 
day a group of Texans tried to convince the 
Supreme Court that the Fourteenth Amend- 
ment had been smuggled into the Constitu- 
tion by fraud and is therefore invalid. While 
we are preparing to celebrate the centennial, 
therefore, it might not be amiss if we were 
to remind ourselves of the purposes and 
objectives of the Civil War amendments 
which were, in a way, the capstone of the 
war. 

These amendments, as we now know, had 
their origin in the anti-slavery or abolitionist 
movement. I say “now” because our legal 
historians were for many years diverted by 
the so-called conspiracy theory of the Four- 
teenth Amendment, and it has only been 
of fairly recent date that Howard Jay Gra- 
ham and Jacobus ten Broek have succeeded 
in pushing the inquiry into the origins of 
the Amendment back into the period prior 
to December, 1865. As their researchers 
have shown, the anti-slavery agitation dram- 
atized certain weaknesses in the American 
constitutional system. One of these weak- 
nesses, of course, related to the ambiguity 
about who were and who were not citizens; 
for example, were slaves persons or prop- 
erty? For purposes of determining represen- 
tation in Congress and in the electoral 
college, slaves counted as three-fifths their 
number; in a word, a slave was three-fifths 
of a person. Yet under the Dred Scott de- 
cision a slave was not a citizen nor were 
slaves “people of the United States.” In 
addition there was a basic structural weak- 
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ness in the Constitution which was glaringly 
revealed in the agitation over the extension 
of slavery to the territories, in litigation over 
the status of free Negroes, and, eventually, 
in the situation which confronted the abo- 
litionists themselves. In essence this weak- 
ness was that there was no way by which 
the national government could protect the 
natural rights of men, of Negroes and aboli- 
tionists alike, against unconstitutional state 
encroachments. But the abolitionists did 
more than dramatize these weaknesses; 
eventually they were compelled, of neces- 
sity, to propose remedies. Like agitators be- 
fore and since, the abolitionists had to 
improvise concepts, theories, and constitu- 
tional interpretations to support their gen- 
eral case. In this way the theory of the 
Fourteenth Amendment was fashioned in 
the anti-slavery agitation of the period from 
1830 to 1860. The ambiguity about citizen- 
ship might have been remedied short of 
war had it not been for the structural weak- 
ness. But the Civil War became predictable 
from the moment when intolerant majori- 
ties, North and South—majorities not sub- 
ject to any kind of federal restraint—were 
able to foreclose any hope that the aboli- 
tionist movement might succeed through 
persuasion and education. 

After the war, of course, the country was 
quick to realize that it faced an acute con- 
stitutional dilemma. Citizenship for the 
Negro was a logical, largely unavoidable 
consequence of the destruction of the slave 
power. But if southern Negroes were now 
to be counted as full persons, for the pur- 
pose of determining representation, the 
South would gain an estimated fifteen seats 
in the House. It would then need to pick up 
only thirty or so cooperating votes in order 
to be in control of that body. An obvious 
answer would have been to enfranchize the 
Negro then and there, but in only five 
northern states did the Negro enjoy full 
equality at the polls in 1865; in fact, a 
measure to enfranchize the Negro was de- 
feated in Connecticut in that year by a 
margin of 5,000 votes. Even some of the 
Radical Republicans were hesitant about an 
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immediate, outright grant of suffrage to the 
Negro; so the dilemma was real enough. 

The first step taken to solve it, namely, 
the adoption of the Thirteenth Amend- 
ment, was both logical and obvious. But the 
intention was broader than we nowadays 
imagine. As ten Broek points out, the Thir- 
teenth Amendment was intended to nation- 
alize the right of freedom. With slavery 
abolished, so the framers, sponsors, and sup- 
porters of the Amendment reasoned, the 
“pulsing heart of the system would be stilled 
and all the appendages would soon atrophy 
and disappear.” The Civil Rights Act and 
the Freedman’s Bureau were legislative aids 
in furtherance of this intention. But the 
Radical Republicans soon realized that the 
Thirteenth Amendment did not provide a 
sufficiently strong constitutional base to jus- 
tify legislation of this type. To place the 
constitutionality of the legislation beyond 
any doubt, they then drafted the Fourteenth 
Amendment. More specifically, the inten- 
tion was to place the provisions of this 
legislation beyond the power of shifting 
congressional majorities by writing them 
into the Constitution itself. At the time, as 
the debates show, the Amendment was 
understood to work a revolution not merely 
in the concept of citizenship, as defined in 
the first section, but in the power of the 
national government to protect men’s nat- 
ural rights; in short, the Amendment was 
designed to remedy a basic structural weak- 
ness or defect in the Constitution. This 
was done by giving Congress the right to 
protect men’s natural rights, some of which 
are mentioned in the first eight amendments 
and some of which are not. The Fourteenth 
Amendment confirmed the duty of the 
states to protect these rights; it also imposed 
this duty on the national government. The 
drafters intended to do more than author- 
ize Congress to correct or remove forbidden 
acts done by the states; Congress itself was 
to protect men in their natural rights of 
life, liberty, and property if the states did 
not do so or did not do so equally. The 
Negro’s eventual claim to suffrage was, it 
was thought, amply safeguarded by the sec- 
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ond section of the Amendment and by the 
adoption, later, of the Fifteenth Amend- 
ment. 

Taken as a whole, the amendments en- 
larged the concept of American citizenship, 
invested it with new content, and estab- 
lished appropriate safeguards. I have long 
thought that Justice Harlan gave the clear- 
est statement of what the amendments were 
intended to do. In effect the intention, as 
he put it, was to establish a state of univer- 
sal civic freedom in the United States, not 
freedom from pressure or prejudice or other 
more or less informal disadvantages, but 
from discriminations that had legal sanction 
or some equivalent power behind them. 
“The sure guarantee of the peace and secur- 
ity of each race,” he said, “is the clear, 
distinct, unconditional recognition by our 
governments, national and state, of every 
right that inheres in civic freedom, and of 
the equality before the law of all citizens 
of the United States without regard to race.” 
This concept of universal civic freedom be- 
longs high on the list of American values; 
it is a great and generous concept, a concept 
of timeless value, the hallmark of a civilized 
society. Yet the great stubborn fact is that 
many of us still refuse to accept the Amend- 
ments on which the concept is based, and 
this nearly a century after their ratification. 
In the first session of the 86th Congress, 
for example, the Senate passed by voice vote 
a measure to prevent the slaughter of wild 
horses in Nevada, but on September 12, 
1959, Senator Thomas C. Hennings, Jr., 
addressing his colleagues, said: “Mr. Presi- 
dent, with reluctance and regret I have been 
forced to accept the bitter fact that sub- 
stantial legislation to further strengthen and 
protect the rights guaranteed to all our peo- 
ple under the Constitution of the United 
States cannot be obtained this year.” It is 
therefore, I feel, impossible to disagree with 
ten Broek when he writes that it is nothing 
less than a colossal historic irony that, after 
three times adopting a program to national- 
ize the natural rights of men—twice by 
solemn constitutional amendment and once 
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by legislative enactment over a presidential 
veto, and each time over the bitter criticism 
that it would destroy the federal system— 
the nation should then, particularly through 
the instrumentality of the Supreme Court 
without benefit of formal repeal, adopt the 
objection and reject the proposal by a re- 
fusal to carry it out. And yet this is, in 
substance, what happened to the Civil War 
amendments down to the time, at least, 
that the Supreme Court was induced to 
take a fresh look at the Fourteenth Amend- 
ment. 

But it should be noted that while we 
have not yet succeeded in establishing a 
state of universal civic freedom, we have 
never rejected the concept and we have 
edged toward it in a snail-like fashion. To- 
day we should be driving toward realization 
of this long-deferred goal with all deliberate 
speed, but the fact is that we are not. To- 
day, a hundred years later, we still tolerate 
a sectional, electorate swindle which permits 
a vote in Mississippi to have many times the 
value of a vote in Minnesota. The built-in 
bloc which this distortion of the democratic 
process makes possible has not once but 
many times robbed popular, electoral vic- 
tories of meaning or significance; witness, 
for example, the record of the 86th Con- 
gress. We should have more pride than to 
tolerate this state of affairs. Ours is not a 
weak government struggling to assert its 
authority. Elsewhere we purport to despise 
governments that cannot protect the integ- 
rity of their own elections. It is shameful 
that we should continue to call for patience 
from those who are historically the victims 
of such appeals unto the third and fourth 
generation. We have no moral right to ask 
still another generation of southern Negro 
children to postpone their right to equal 
educational opportunities in tax-supported 
institutions to a date that local majorities 
might find more convenient. 

All of this somehow suggests to me a fail- 
ure of imagination. It is as though we were 
unable to imagine how we must look to 
others. It is as though we were reluctant to 
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acknowledge how we look to ourselves. It is 
as though we were also reluctant to be our- 
selves, our better selves, that is. Some of us, 
apparently, feel a bit squeamish about hon- 
oring John Brown, who could not tolerate 
the thought of human beings existing in a 
state of bondage on American soil. If Brown 
continues to embarrass these Americans, it 
can only be because they are a continuing 
embarrassment to themselves. 

So if now we are to commemorate the 
Civil War, can it not be done in a manner 
that will cause those mystic chords of mem- 
ory to vibrate once again? Can it not be 
done in a manner that will make it possible 
for us to recapture a little of the passion, 
the clear vision, the moral energy, the 
larger-than-life attitude that went into the 
resolution of the great issues of the Civil 
War? One could have more confidence that 
the commemoration will take this form were 
it not for the fact that the custom of prais- 
ing famous men is no longer fashionable 
among us. Indeed, we seem determined 
nowadays to cut them down to size, to 
make pygmies of them. Increasingly we have 
become victims of the fallacy that because 
a cause can be found for a belief, the belief 
itself must be erroneous. By undermining 
the sense of great human achievement, we 
have succeeded in reducing the individual's 
sense of his own power and responsibility. 
“The imaginative realm,” writes Emile Ca- 
pouya, “is the only area of conduct in which 
we enjoy a relative freedom, and the strate- 
gies we adopt in dealing with the creatures 
of our imagination have a very real influence 
on the shape of our world. We are injured 
in our human essence whenever a fool as- 
serts that Shakespeare was really Francis 
Bacon, that Van Gogh’s and Gauguin’s 
styles are the outward and visible forms of, 
respectively, paresis and leprosy, that the 
explanation of Blake and Yeats is that they 
were cuckoo, that Hamlet is a walking 
Oedipus complex, that Goethe was over- 
sexed. Of these assertions, some are atrant 
nonsense, some have the color of a meager 
kind of truth. But none is interesting, be- 
cause none has any usefulness. Explanations 
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of this kind are not meant to explain but to 
explain away. In a word, they enable us to 
say, “Since he was a man like me, he can’t 
have been very much.” It cannot be denied, 
of course, that “there is a homely comfort 
in the notion that the most eminent men 
are as mean, corrupt, and cowardly as our- 
selves—or else mad and diseased. It excuses 
us from attempting to emulate them, and 
no doubt there is a conservative force, an 
instinctive social wisdom at work here, pro- 
tecting us from the dangers to which cour- 
age might expose us.” But the end result 
of the reductive tendency, so pronounced 
at present, is to confirm us in apathy, to 
insure that we remain indifferent to our 
own vital interests and incapable of serving 
them. 

So it would indeed be a great pity if in 
observing the centennial of the raid on 
Harpers Ferry and later, of the Civil War 
itself, we were to permit pageantry to sub- 
stitute for commemoration. For our failure 
of imagination is in part a failure of mem- 
ory, of recollection, a failure to remember 
who we are and how we got to be as we 
are. Above all, it would be a pity if John 
Brown were to become a victim of the re- 
ductive tendency. Thanks to Oswald Garri- 
son Villard, Truman Nelson, and others, 
this is not likely to happen, but the risk 
cannot be entirely dismissed. Given the 
materials at hand, some fancy theories could 
be spun about Old John Brown. Imagine 
the pages of suggestion and conjecture that 
could be based on just these few details 
culled from the letter Brown wrote to a 
young friend in 1857. At the age of four, he 
tells us in this letter, he stole three large 
brass pins from a girl. When he was six, an 
Indian gave him a yellow marble which he 
deeply cherished; when he lost it, he says 
the wound did not heal for years. Five 
months later, he caught a squirrel and, in 
doing so, tore off its tail. Later he lost the 
bob-tailed squirrel and, again, he went into 
deep mourning for a time. He tells us, also, 
that as a boy he told lies, many of them, 
and big ones too, and that he was extremely 
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bashful, and that, at the age of eight, he was 
left a motherless boy. Here, I submit, are 
ample materials for a reductive biography 
in the modern style. Indeed, the mere fact 
that Brown was foolish enough to give his 
life for a cause is all the evidence that 
should be needed, in this age of organiza- 
tional men, to prove that he was mad, as a 
matter of fact, and should long since have 
ceased to be a burden on the American 
conscience. But to all this and more of the 
same, the retort should be, of course, that 
while he may have been a fanatic, he was 
sane enough about the conflict before the 
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country as that conflict had been revealed 
to him. This revelation, as Villard wrote, 
was “like the lightning from the sky that 
lights up the darkness of the coming storm, 
so that men may for a fraction of a second, 
take measure of its progress.” Let us, then, 
by all means praise John Brown as we ob- 
serve the centennial of the raid on Harpers 
Ferry. And in doing so let us repeat the 
words of George Hoadley at the time of 
Brown’s death: “Poor old John Brown, God 
sanctify his death to our good, and give us 
a little of his courage, piety, and self-sacri- 
ficing spirit, with more brains!” 








Tevyeh the Dairy Man 
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y é, ic of Yiddish P tudecells 


HE QUESTION IS FREQUENTLY ASKED, 
“When did Yiddish periodicals cease 
publication?” This seems to be the 
old fallacy of too many questions, like 
“When did you stop beating your mother- 
in-law?”—only in reverse. In the one case, 
the beating never began; in the second, the 
publication has never stopped. 

With all the adversity which fell to the 
lot of Yiddish culture, with the millions of 
Yiddish readers that the Nazi hordes put 
out of existence, with all the writers liqui- 
dated through gas and gun-shot by the Hit- 
ler-Himmler-Stalin-Beria combinations, there 
are still nearly two hundred Yiddish periodi- 
cals, appearing on all five continents, and 
fourteen dailies. For a language which is 
regarded by many who have abandoned it 
as moribund, that is not a bad record, par- 
ticularly under the fateful circumstances 
which have confronted Yiddish ab initio, 
and have persistently dogged its steps. 

Many a reader will be prone to ask: 
“What is there so epic, so extraordinary 
about Yiddish periodicals; and why single 
them out from all the rest?” Is it not just 
a matter of discovering a need, experiencing 
a desire, on the part of a person with jour- 
nalistic ambitions, and of securing funds? 
Satisfying these three conditions is in itself 
a feat of some magnitude; especially was 
this true centuries ago when Yiddish rated 
as a German dialect; and those who spoke 
it to the exclusion of other languages were 
considered to stand on a low cultural level. 
Many regarded a newspaper as profane. The 
writer's mother refused to read one on the 
ground that it was a “pack of lies.” What 
an irony then that her son should have be- 
come the editor of a daily at the age of 
eighteen! Hebrew enjoyed the status of a 
language—indeed that of a unique sacred 
tongue—but the thought of Yiddish as a 
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literary medium, until about a century ago, 
would evoke a contemptuous smile or else 
an impatient shrug. 


Early Rise of Yiddish Journals 


The first Yiddish newspaper, a semi- 
weekly, was called Kurantin, and first ap- 
peared on August 13, 1686. On Tuesday, it 
was the Dinstogishe Kurantin, and on Fri- 
day, the Fraitogishe Kurantin.* Holland was 
the great Jewish center then; and it was 
there a decade earlier that two independent 
Yiddish translations of the Bible were pub- 
lished in folio volumes. When we take into 
consideration that the first American news- 
paper, The Boston News-Letter, was issued 
in 1704, we can appreciate how progressive 
the denizens of the ghetto were nearly three 
hundred years ago; for newspapers were then 
comparatively rare. Indeed, the editor-pub- 
lisher, himself a postmaster, who had access 
to much news contained in the unsealed 
letters, and could see to it that the papers 
were delivered, complained that he “could 
not vend 250 copies.” 

One would hardly expect a Yiddish news- 
sheet or news-letter in 1687, once we recog- 
nize that the earliest type of newspaper or 
news-pamphlet originated in England in the 
sixteenth century; yet the Tsaitung oiz Indie, 
which gave a detailed account of the Jews 
in Cochin and the Coast of Malabar, was 
sent to Amsterdam Jewry by Moses Pereira 
de faibo as an informative pamphlet, a copy 
of which is to be found in the Bodleian 
Library. 

Yiddish periodicals, although they might 
as well be called German, in Hebrew char- 
acters, appeared in Dyhernfurth, Silesia 
(1777), Amsterdam (1781), Metz, France 
(1789), Prague (1802), Basel (1807), and 


* The Hartford Courant still uses this now archaic 
name for a newspaper. 
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in Metz again (1821). The last-named His- 
torisches Magazin fiir Verstand und Herz, 
was a compilation of historical anecdotes 
and memorabilia from the classics. It was 
published by Hadamard, probably the grand- 
father of the famous French mathematician 
(who also lectured at Harvard some years 
ago as a visitor) and brother-in-law of Cap- 
tain Dreyfus. We note that even then Yid- 
dish culture was not confined to one or 
two lands, but that Bohemia, Switzerland, 
Holland, France, and Germany yielded sub- 
scribers to these journals. But Poland and 
Russia were beginning to vie with these 
countries in periodical strength. 


Eastern Europe 


In 1823, an attempt was made in Poland 
to bring out a Hebrew and Yiddish journal, 
of which only one issue saw the light of day, 
but the Yiddish-Polish Beobachter an der 
Weichsel was more successful, with forty- 
four issues. German still dominated the 
Yiddish of the newspaper. It was not until 
Zederbaum, in 1862, added a Yiddish sup- 
plement to the Hebrew Kol Mevasser (the 
Herald) in Odessa, that one could speak of 
a genuinely Yiddish journal. The avowed 
purpose of the Yiddish paper was to try to 
persuade the readers to discard their jargon 
and speak either Hebrew or the language of 
the country. Paradoxically enough, however, 
Yiddish literature began to thrive in these 
very columns, and the first conscious literary 
artist, Mendele, i.e., Sholem Abramovitch, 
caught the ears of the cognoscenti through 
his serial Dos Kleyne Mentshele (The Man- 
nikin, in the sense of morally small). In 
1869, the Yiddish Supplement, because it 
seemed, counter to the publisher’s calcula- 
tions, more a case of the tail wagging the 
dog, was created an independent newspaper, 
parallel with the Hebrew. The last editor, 
M. Belinson, happened to be the translator 
into Yiddish of Longfellow’s Judas Macca- 
bees. 

In Warsaw, a short-lived newspaper began 
to appear in a sort of Judeo-German in 1867. 
The first literary journal in Yiddish which 
attracted a notable group of Yiddish writers 


THE CHICAGO JEWISH FORUM 


(although some were mainly Hebrew lit- 
erati) was the Yiddishes Folksblat (1881- 
1888), published in St. Petersburg. In 1888, 
the great humorist, Sholem Aleichem, whose 
centenary is being observed in grand style 
this year, brought out the Yiddische Folks- 
bibliotek (Yiddish Popular Library) with 
Peretz and other talent participating. The 
honoraria paid by the erstwhile broker, 
turned editor, were munificent as compared 
with the rates paid today to Yiddish writers. 
A rival journal, issued more frequently and 
called Der Hoizfraint (Household Friend) 
enlivened the literary scene in Russia, and 
in the next decade a fortnightly, Der Yud 
(The Jew) became popular not only in 
Cracow (Austria) but in all Eastern Europe. 


Disabilities of Yiddish 


The epic of Yiddish newspaperdom starts 
with the many endeavors, most of them un- 
successful, to launch a Yiddish daily in Rus- 
sia, which then included Poland. 

To publish a periodical, one might sup- 
pose, would be a matter of securing the 
financial backing necessary to maintain it 
for a period of time while the reader clien- 
tele is being built up. That was not the 
situation in Eastern Europe some sixty or 
seventy years ago. The issuance of a govern- 
ment permit would antedate any practical 
measure in connection with periodical pub- 
lications. Well, then, it will be asked, 
“What is there so impossible about obtain- 
ing a permit for a cultural venture?” For- 
sooth, were it in any other language, the 
process would be a mere formality, but Yid- 
dish must of necessity fare differently. 

In the first place, the Russian officials 
would look askance at it because they feared 
that a Yiddish newspaper would concentrate 
on the radical elements; secondly, Yiddish, 
in their eyes, was scarcely a language, but 
rather a jargon, and their purpose was to 
replace it by Russian. In this matter they 
were particularly abetted by the so-called 
maskillim (sedate intelligentsia) who were 
supporters of Hebrew and Russian. One of 
the pioneer Zionist chiefs (Ussishkin) was 
known for his storm-raising slogan some 
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fifty years ago: “Either Hebrew or Russian,” 
when Yiddish speakers were about to ad- 
dress the large Zionist gatherings. 

Yiddish was, in fact, the object of perse- 
cution on the part of both the government 
and the so-called enlightened Jews (Maskil- 
lim) who wielded great influence both in 
and out of the community; and the minister 
of education, or premier, would not need 
much prodding to deny such petitions. It 
was not until 1903 that permission was 
granted the publicist and historian, $. Ginz- 
burg, to bring out, in St. Petersburg, the 
first Yiddish daily in Europe, Der Fraint 
(Friend). It must be borne in mind, too, 
that Jews, with few exceptions, could not 
be domiciled in St. Petersburg. It was, 
therefore, doubly gratifying. From then on, 
Yiddish dailies galore sprang up in Russia 
and Poland, prospering until the Nazi inva- 
sion; but even during the occupation, and 
while millions of Jews were being extermi- 
nated, Yiddish sheets were being printed in 
the woods under the most bizarre condi- 
tions. The Harvard Library has in its stacks 
some of the older Yiddish periodicals pub- 
lished in Russia, Poland, and Austria. One 
of the rarities is called Tsaitung, published 
in Lemberg (now Lwéw) in 1848, the year 
of revolutions and restlessness in Central 
Europe. 


England 


Although Yiddish culture has fallen on 
evil days in England, the lively socialist and 
anarchist activities of seventy-five years ago 
demanded a medium in Yiddish. Morris 
Wintchevsky was a pioneer in this radical 
movement; and in 1884, Der Poilisher Yidel, 
which he founded in London, became the 
first British periodical in that language. It 
must be remembered, however, that Yid- 
dish served in those days only as a medium 
for combat against the social system and not 
as a cultural end in itself. If the readers 
could have negotiated their propaganda in 
any other language, Yiddish would readily 
have been given up. The use of the word 
Yidel (little Jews), which sounds deroga- 
tory, is a bit puzzling, but Wintchevsky 
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presumably wished to stress the importance 
of the under-dog in battling exploitation 
and social inequality. Strange as it may 
seem, if American labor unions are so pow- 
erful today, much of the credit or blame is 
due to these Yiddish publications. 

It was in England that Rudolf Rocker, a 
German non-Jew, who died in New York 
last September at the age of 86, began his 
Yiddish activities as a lecturer and editor of 
newspapers and journals — Arbeiter-Fraind 
(Workers’ Friend), Germinal, and Fraie 
Vort (Free Word)—and gathered around 
him a host of followers and admirers. 

Not only London had its daily, but even 
Glasgow. Weeklies and monthlies were read 
in the many thousands. As most of the read- 
ers migrated or died, England became stag- 
nant so far as Yiddish is concerned. A 
weekly and a monthly are still putting up 
a brave fight for existence. 


Curiosa in the United States 


The Yiddish press in the United States is 
about ninety years old; and for all the 
gloomy forecasts which have been repeated 
periodically, indeed almost annually, it is 
here to stay. The oldest journal in Yiddish, 
curiously enough, is the anarchist Freie Ar- 
beiter Stimme (Free Voice of Labor) which 
is read by intellectuals the world over. It is 
approaching the biblical span; and a book 
can be written about its vicissitudes and 
editors. Truth to say, books have been writ- 
ten on the Yiddish press, but not from this 
angle. 

Its first editor, David Edelstadt, a saintly 
anarchist (no oxymoron this time) died at 
the age of twenty-six; and only in the last 
three years of his life did he switch from 
Russian to Yiddish poetry, but he has be- 
come one of the immortals; and year after 
year scores of articles are written about him 
and verse is dedicated to him. Main Tsavoe 
(My Testament) has been sung in the re- 
motest corners of the earth, and has been 
translated into at least a dozen languages. 

Today it sounds like mawkish agitation, 
considering the automatic wage increases, 
the coffee-breaks, the paid vacations, and 
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the fringe benefits, but seventy years ago 
Edelstadt’s call 


O friends of mine, when I'll be dying 

Bring to my grave our banner red 

The crimson flag, in freedom flying 

Stained with the precious worker's blood 
roused millions to abolish the 12-hour work- 
ing day and to do away with the sweat-shop. 

His successor was by no means as gentle 
or genteel; for, although he never paid for 
contributions, and practically all American 
Yiddish writers made their debut in this 
paper, he would publicly insult his young 
contributors and older opponents in the no- 
torious brivkastn (letter box) which would 
be the first thing read—a symptom of Schad- 
enfreude. Some of the later top poets, whose 
verse was at first rejected, knowing his weak 
spot, signed themselves “Anna Donna” and 
“Clara,” and the magic worked until the 
ruse was publicized. 

This journal (devoid of advertisements but 
not of greetings), published as a fortnightly, 
still does not pay contributors, many of 
whom are noted authors; and the manager 
until very recently was its editor, while the 
readers, “old-timers” in various countries, 
are repeatedly making good the deficit 
through voluntary contributions, proceeds 
from patties, etc. Rudolf Rocker, the Ger- 
man anarchist who taught himself Yiddish, 
was a constant contributor for decades and 
seemed to be the head of the clan. He was 
revered by all until his death last Septem- 
ber. Before him Prince Peter Kropotkin was 
looked up to as the arbiter in the anarchist 
sphere. 

The tradition behind the Freie Arbeiter 
Stimme has always been to allow writers 
full freedom of speech, although it is 
strongly anti-communistic and libertarian in 
ideology, i.e., anarchistic in theory, in con- 
trast to the socialist doctrine which prevails 
in Jewish labor circles. Most of the readers 
are no longer working men despite the jour- 
nal’s title. 

Next to the Freie Arbeiter Stimme, the 
Zukunft (Future), which was brought out 
in 1892, and the erstwhile powerful Forverts, 
which was built up by the iron-willed Abra- 
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ham Cahan, who could, at the age of ninety, 
still attend to his editorial duties, are the 
oldest surviving Yiddish journals in the 
world. Launched in 1897, the Forverts (For- 
ward) played an important part in the work- 
ing man’s struggle for higher standards of 
living as well as in promoting Yiddish cul- 
ture, despite its foibles; and while Cahan 
was waiting for Yiddish to breathe its last, 
its culture was growing and thriving, so that 
in 1957 the newspaper celebrated its 60th 
anniversary with great éclat, receiving an 
accolade worthy of “the Thunderer,” (Lon- 
don Times) and eliciting felicitations from 
the world’s celebrities and the New York 
Times, editorially. 

The Tog, which has absorbed the Jewish 
Morning Journal, employs on its staff a score 
of poets, novelists, playwrights, and publi- 
cists such as you would scarcely find on any 
other newspaper in the country. Although 
its circulation is behind that of the Forverts, 
it wields just as great influence. 

The only Communist daily which has 
survived in the United States is the Morn- 
ing Freiheit (Freedom), which hospitably 
offered its facilities to the Daily Worker 
when it was in straits just before giving up 
the ghost—re-incarnated now as The 
Worker. The circulation of the Freiheit is 
a negligible 12,000, yet, thanks to the zeal 
of its readers, it survives, and its Sunday 
edition contains a fair amount of good read- 
ing material, partially slanted, of course. 
There are perhaps no more than fifteen 
Communist and left-wing serials in Yiddish 
throughout the world. In the Argentine, 
President Frondizi has recently clamped 
down on all leftist publications. 

An editor of great tenacity is I. Liebman, 
a vigorous publicist and off-beat poet. With 
no funds at his disposal, he managed to edit 
a weekly, then a substantial monthly, and 
for the past twenty-five years, the New York 
Wochenblat, which is really a monthly. 
How it is maintained without advertise- 
ments is a mystery. 

The Yiddish dailies in Canada are getting 
on in years. The Montreal Keneder Odler 
(Eagle), which the present writer edited as 
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a McGill student, has passed the half-cen- 
tury mark and is still a going concern. 
Mexico, with a Jewish population of 
about 23,000, of whom only 15,000 are of 
East European origin, numbers, in addition 
to three newspapers, half a dozen periodi- 
cals; and Argentine Jewry brings out no 
fewer than a score of Yiddish periodicals, 
including a philosophical quarterly and two 
dailies. A third was eased out officially as 
subversive. In little Uruguay, there are even 
three Yiddish dailies and a couple of periodi- 
cals; and Chile has its own Yiddish weekly. 


Restrictions in Brazil 


For fully eight years, because of the Nazi 
activities in that colorful land, there have 
been bans on the foreign press, and the 
Yiddish press was muted, reminding us of 
the situation when a solitary Jew was com- 
pelled to take cover because a bear had 
escaped from the zoo. When asked why he 
was so panicky, the answer was: “They're 
looking for a bear, and before you know it, 
they might shoot me, and then I'll have a 
time of it to prove that I’m not a bear.” 

Until recently, one newspaper in Brazil, 
which evidently lacked an adequate supply 
of type, remedied the situation by using a 
variety of sizes in the same words. The effect 
was at least novel, proving again that neces- 
sity is the mother of invention. 


Ironies in Israel 


Yiddish, curiously enough, had to put up 
with greater repression in Palestine, and now 
in Israel, than anywhere else. “How is that?” 
I hear a dubious voice. “Why, are not Jews 
tuling the country now? And, surely, the 
British officials under the mandate could 
not have prohibited the publication of the 
Yiddish press.” 

The story may be summed up in a para- 
graph or two. Thanks to the zeal of the 
indomitable Ben-Yehudah and a number of 
Zionist pioneers, who thought that the lan- 
guage of the Holy Land should be the 
Sacred Tongue, all efforts were made to 
stem the spread of Yiddish, and when Nai- 
velt was launched, the Zionist labor group, 
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backing it, could not find a Jewish printery 
prepared to risk the consequences. An Arab 
press was resorted to. The news-stands or 
kiosks refused to sell the newspapers after a 
kiosk was burned down by an organization 
of young hoodlums who set themselves up 
as vigilantes to protect the Hebrew language. 

Yiddish periodicals were not permitted as 
such, but occasional publications were tol- 
erated. Hence, one monthly ingeniously 
took for its name a series of numbers—One, 
Two, Three, Four, etc. Restrictions are still 
in force. The liveliest Yiddish journal in the 
world is Heymish (Familiarity); but until 
a year or so ago, the title required an ad- 
junct before it so as to make it look like a 
new periodical each month. Thus it would 
change from month to month. Heymish 
became Israel Heymish, then Literyily Hey- 
mish or Culturally Heymish, until it was 
finally relieved of its impediments and re- 
sumed the simple name, Heymish. 

The widely read Yiddish daily, vying in 
circulation with the Hebrew organ, Davar 
(The Word), of the powerful Histadrut 
(Federation of Labor), which is practically 
a government mouthpiece, still must alter- 
nate between the name Haintike Nays (To- 
day’s News) and Letste Nays (Latest News) 
so that the policy of prohibiting Yiddish 
dailies might remain in force. Thus the 
Israeli government resorts to a legal fiction, 
permitting a Yiddish daily in effect, al- 
though not in name, and forcing upon it a 
double face, although it is not a split per- 
sonality. 

Notwithstanding this anomaly, the self- 
same Histadrut is sponsoring and subsidiz- 
ing the most important Yiddish quarterly in 
the world—Di Goldene Keyt (The Golden 
Chain), the last issue of which contained 
400 pages, with a galaxy of contributors 
from all corners of the earth. At least half 
a dozen other Yiddish periodicals, mostly 
weeklies, are currently appearing in Israel, 
including the communistic Frai-Yisroel 
(Free Israel). One might suppose the Com- 
munists and their allies would favor Yid- 
dish, but that is not the case. The fight for 
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a language would be too trivial a cause in 
their eyes. 


The Ubiquitousness of the Yiddish Journal 


We have seen that almost every civilized 
country has had its Yiddish journals, begin- 
ning with Holland in 1676. Shortly after the 
close of the Nazi war, there appeared in 
Germany no less than thirty periodicals in 
Yiddish, some of them printed on the very 
presses which turned out the venomous and 
obscene Stiirmer and Hitler’s virulent Voelk- 
ischer Beobachter. At present, one Yiddish 
newspaper remains in Miinchen, Di Naje 
Jiddische Zeitung. 

One of the great surprises was to set eyes 
on a journal published at the Catalonian 
front during the Spanish Civil War. Since 
the Spanish Jews had their own vernacular 
—Ladino or Judesme—Yiddish would never 
have been considered a likely medium on 
any level; but Yiddish had penetrated even 
there via the International Brigade; and of 
the few issues of Butvin, one copy at least 
rests in the Harvard Library. 

Another rarity is a Yiddish weekly pub- 
lished in Shanghai during the Japanese 
occupation, when Shanghai harbored thou- 
sands of Jewish refugees. Shanghai also had 
its Yiddish monthly. Today, the local Jewish 
community counts no more than 250 mem- 
bers. 

Both Australia and South Africa have 
their Yiddish newspapers, and the monthly, 
Dorem Afrike, in Johannesburg, is well 
established in its tenth year. 


Underground Journals 


One of the notable features of Yiddish 
journalism was its coping with governmental 
decrees; and particularly striking was the 
defiance of editors and printers under the 
Nazi occupation. In Czarist Russia, Yiddish 
revolutionary sheets would be distributed 
clandestinely by youths in the larger centers. 
Exile to Siberia, in forced marches, would 
often result from such secret missions. Far 
more perilous was the publication of anti- 
Nazi sheets in Poland by partisans in the 
woods. 
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Of the three Yiddish dailies in Paris cur- 
rently circulating, two continued under- 
ground while the Nazis and their collabo- 
rators were snatching Jews in France and 
sending them off to extermination camps. 
Copies of these underground issues are ex- 
tremely rare. 


Provenance of Contributors 


No matter what Yiddish periodical we 
may pick up, we shall, unless we have al- 
ready taken it for granted, be struck by the 
geographical heterogeneity of the contribu- 
tors. In a single number, Poland, Israel, the 
United States, Canada, South Africa, Ar- 
gentina, Mexico, France, and England may 
be represented. This cosmopolitanism does 
not concern anything in the particular coun- 
tries and is not the result of editorial ar- 
rangement, but is a chance happening which 
occurs almost regularly in different permuta- 
tions.* 


Features of the Yiddish Press 


The Yiddish newspaper, unlike the Amer- 
ican is largely a journal, in that the news 
receives less space than the articles, which, 
although frequently paraphrased from the 
Sunday papers plus the national magazines, 
contain much that is not to be found in the 
non-Yiddish journals. Yiddish writers, be- 
cause of their wanderings and contacts, have 
come into possession of many interesting 
and even touching stories relating to celeb- 
rities in all walks of life. The kinship among 
the world’s Yiddish newspapers helps to 
circulate accounts of incidents and episodes 
which otherwise would scarcely become 
known universally. The Pasternak episode 
received better coverage in the Yiddish press 
than even in Time or the New York Times. 

The Yiddish press has served as an accul- 
turation medium, and in the old days as a 


* Stalin’s use of “cosmopolitan” as a euphemism 
for Jew will be remembered in that connection. In- 
ternational contacts mark a threat in the eyes of 
Soviet officialdom. For one thing, it is the nemesis 
of secret plotting. To read even the Warsaw com- 
munistic Folkssztyme, mildly critical of the USSR 
juridical murder of Yiddish writers, is to incur a 
stiff sentence. 
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vehicle of information and enlightenment 
for millions. Half of the Yiddish literature 
has originally been seen in its columns. 
Moreover, Yiddish newspapers will not re- 
print anything which has already appeared 
in book form. Comics, but not cartoons, are 
taboo in the Yiddish press. Sports are sel- 
dom reported. Nevertheless, the Forverts, 
which fifty years ago asked whether a social- 
ist might attend a baseball game, made 
much of the Dodgers’ victory some time 
since. Recently, stock reports are beginning 
to appear scantily in the New York Yiddish 
press, and for some reason, fishing has been 
featured in the Forverts. 


Titles 


Characteristic of the readers are the titles 
of the journals. The words “free,” “voice” 
or “word,” and “way” figure largely in these 
names, corresponding with the traits of 
social re-activeness, articulateness, migratori- 
ness, and purposeful living. 


Budget of the Yiddish Press 


It was only during the publicity con- 
nected with the Forverts Jubilee that it be- 
came known that this daily in New York 
spends annually $2,700,000. The Tog-Jour- 
nal’s expense cannot be far behind this 
figure, while even the struggling commu- 
nistic Freiheit must raise annually around 
$400,000 in order to carry on, despite the 
starvation wage of its staff. The other eleven 
Yiddish dailies in various parts of the world 
must surely equal the above aggregate. 
When we add the scores of weeklies, semi- 
monthlies, monthlies, quarterlies, etc., not 
to speak of the newspapers which appear 
several times a week (Warsaw, Mexico), 
the most conservative estimate should set 
the annual budget for Yiddish journals, with 
a reader clientele of close to two millions, 
at about $12,000,000. Surely this ought to 
serve as an emphatic answer to those who 
ask whether there are any Yiddish journals 
in circulation. 


Ideology and Press 


One of the striking features about Yid- 
dish journalism is the fact that most of the 
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journals and periodicals originated in some 
ideological motive, whether it was socialism, 
anarchism, Zionism, territorialism, Commu- 
nism, or some hybrid of the afore-mentioned. 
The Bund (a Jewish workers Socialist organ- 
ization, opposed to Zionism) is alone te- 
sponsible for over one hundred journals in 
a score of countries, chiefly in Poland and 
pre-Communist Russia, many of them un- 
derground. The New York Forverts is a 
Bund outgrowth although more recently it 
has veered toward Israel. In USSR, the 
Bund is anathema. Oddly enough, David 
Zaslavsky, the virulent editorial writer of 
Russia’s official Pravda, was at one time 
active in the Bund. Another, David Dubin- 
sky, the president of the powerful Interna- 
tional Garment Workers Union, was also a 
Bundist in his youth. So was the leading 
Yiddish poet, H. Leivick, who escaped from 
Siberia to the United States. The Bund 
yielded the most unyielding fighters for 
freedom, whether against the Czar, the 
Black Hundreds, the Nazis, or the OGPU, 
and even in the ghetto uprisings. 


How Many Yiddish Periodicals? 


All told, it has been estimated by the late 
historian and bibliographer, J. Shatzky, that 
over 3,000 Yiddish periodicals saw the light 
between 1686 and 1939. Hundreds of these 
were short-lived; and the “brown plague” 
crushed many scores of Yiddish journals to- 
gether with the millions of readers, while 
the “red plague” in one fell swoop destroyed 
dozens of Yiddish periodicals together with 
most of the contributors. For all that, Yid- 
dish periodicals are flourishing, if not mate- 
rially, then at least culturally, on all five 
continents; and qualitatively the best of 
them are on a par with the better journals 
in other languages. Besides literary journals, 
Yiddish has numbered among its periodica 
juvenile magazines, trade journals (butcher, 
grocer, furniture dealer), hygiene and pop- 
ular medicine magazines, periodicals devoted 
to philology and linguistics, music, philos- 
ophy, economics, demography, and statistics 
(in Germany), folklore, religion, history, 
education and pedagogy, the theater, etc. 
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An actor’s (“Artist”) journal in Russia was 
a professional medium. A full score of hu- 
morous, largely satirical, magazines may be 
found in Yiddish, starting with the Kibitzer, 
over fifty years ago. 

The Yiddish press and periodicals still 
enjoy a reader clientele of about two mil- 
lion; and while the number will be declin- 
ing in consequence of growing assimilation, 
nevertheless the intensification of Yiddish 
education throughout the world (hundreds 
of Yiddish schools) and the inculcation of 
traditional cultural values in the young will 
sustain Yiddish indefinitely as a force in 
survival. The allocation of funds will be 
perhaps a chief factor in this sustenance of 
a thousand-year culture; and sooner or later, 
it will be recognized by the Jewish national 
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organizations that Yiddish is a vital force 
in combatting assimilation. 

It will thus be seen that the phrase “epic 
of Jewish journals” is not a mere hyperbole. 
It represents an odyssey hitherto unknown 
in newspaperdom or in the whole sphere of 
periodicals. It is little short of a miracle how 
in the face of such obstacles on every side, 
the Yiddish journal could have managed to 
thrive and win the admiration of outsiders, 
like the sociologist, W. I. Thomas, who 
learned Yiddish in order to read the Yiddish 
press. The Harvard University Library cur- 
ently receives the most important Yiddish 
newspapers and about sixty Yiddish periodi- 
cals. The number of Yiddish journals, in- 
cluding newspapers, to be found in the 
Harvard Library is, all told, approximately 
six hundred, of which a score are quite rare. 
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Race: Individual and Collective Behavior” 


HE SCIENTIFIC MEANING of the word 
| “race” and the actual employment 
of that term in the daily contacts of 
people are far apart. Scientifically, “race” 
connotes a division of the human kind char- 
acterized by one or more constant and trans- 
missible physiological traits, such as skin 
pigmentation, skull formation, hair texture, 
and so forth. The time-hallowed division of 
the world’s population into Caucasoids, 
Mongoloids, Negroids, Malaysians, and 
American Indians is primarily oriented on 
skin pigmentation. The division of the Cau- 
casoids themselves into Nordics, Ostics, 
Dinarians, and Mediterraneans, promoted 
and popularized in the Nazi period and the 
period immediately preceding it, although 
it vaguely aimed at a racial “mind” behind 
the appearance, referred chiefly to measur- 
able differentiations in skull formation and 
bone structure. There are similar sub-divi- 
sions among Mongoloids, Negroids, and 
others. 

“Race,” so conceived, is an ideal image, 
an intellectual synthesis, rather than a living 
reality. What is meant by that is that races 
are no social groups; they are biological 
classifications heightened into images of 
social groups. Obviously, we can classify 
mankind in as many categories as we see fit, 
such as the tall and the short, the lean and 
the fat, the blonde and the brunette, the 
light-skinned and the dark-skinned, the 
high-nosed and the flat-nosed, and many 
more. These one-dimensional categories are 
abstractions, real only as isolated traits, but 
lacking in configurational structure and co- 
hesion. On the other hand, as soon as we 
combine traits, as we have to do as we ap- 


* Race: Individual and Collective Behavior, ed- 
ited by Edgar T. Thompson and Everett C. Hughes. 
The Free Press, Glencoe, Illinois, 1958. x plus 619 
pp. $7.50. 
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proach reality, there is no end of variation 
and modification until we have scaled down 
the initial broad categories to innumerable 
individual instances. The result is confusion. 
We can, however, combine some traits, em- 
phasizing those that seem more important 
than others. In doing this we realize that 
the scientific significance of the term “race” 
is the one of a cognitive tool, that is, a 
means by which the infinite varieties of 
human appearance are conveniently arranged 
and summarized. 

Actual social groups are a different mat- 
ter. While physical types may become in- 
bred and rather uniform in the relative 
isolation of a South Sea island or a Hima- 
layan valley, such is not the case with larger 
tribal units and ethnic communities. They 
migrate, they mingle with others, and they 
intermarry. Their discerning traits are cul- 
tural rather than biological in character, 
referring to language, religion, habits of 
eating and dressing, and the innumerable 
customs which accompany human life from 
the cradle to the grave. A people’s patterns 
of behavior are handed down from one gen- 
eration to another, but they are subject to 
change through contact, as are the physical 
traits. Especially in cities, where peoples 
from afar mect, a host of confrontations and 
intermixes occur, under the roof, as it were, 
of large-scale civilizations. Sub-cultures arise 
which exist side by side and relate to each 
other competitively. In such situations, cul- 
tural differences may persist chiefly as remi- 
niscences, but competitive contacts on the 
market place sensitize the antagonists to 
these differences as well as to differences in 
appearance which otherwise would be con- 
sidered irrelevant. These contacts and the 
ensuing stereotypes are called race relations. 

In other words, race relations are a reality, 
even if “race” remains a mere assumption. 
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What is assumed is that traits are unalter- 
able; status and roles are then assigned ac- 
cordingly and the assignment sticks. It is 
this aspect of the matter which has prompted 
Edgar T. Thompson (Duke University) and 
Everett C. Hughes (University of Chicago) 
to give their “Reader” on “Race” the sub- 
title “Individual and Collective Behavior.” 
The editors thereby propose to view race 
not as a biological concept but as a social- 
psychological phenomenon—that is, as an 
object of collective action. This is a sensible 
way of looking at a complex thing. Ever 
since the 1920’s, when American racialism 
reached its apex in the restrictive immigra- 
tion legislation of that period while German 
racialism raced toward the fever-pitch of 
Hitler’s monstrosities, serious scholars and 
writers have strained themselves to prove 
that race is “man’s most dangerous myth”— 
to borrow Ashley Montague’s felicitous 
phrase. They have succeeded in convincing 
all but the uneducable that races are far 
from being actual social groups, but they 
have not thereby removed race relations 
from the roster of human behavior. Espe- 
cially have relations between white and col- 
ored Americans and between white settlers 
and Negro peoples in Africa remained a 
stubborn stumbling-block. Hence, to eluci- 
date the nature of these relations remains 
a most necessary task. 

How do the editors go about their task? 
The book is divided in eight sections, each 
containing an average of fifteen to twenty 
pieces of reading matter. Some of these are 
full-length chapters and arresting narratives; 
others are brief bits and snippets of informa- 
tion, apparently designed to stimulate the 
reader without tiring him too much. Regret- 
tably, Section I, “The Need To Know Who 
We Are,” does not clarify enough the dis- 
tinction between race as a_ physiological 
concept and race relations as a pattern of 
behavior, which is the key to understanding 
the contributions in the remainder of the 
book. The introductory pieces, which illus- 
trate the haunting question of belonging, 
and contain, among others, W. E. B. Du 
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Bois’ classic sentences from the opening 
pages of The Soul of Black Folk, are beauti- 
ful, but further chapters, such as “Actions, 
Not Appearance, Decide Race” or “Lan- 
guage As A Basis of Racial Classification,” 
are confusing, to say the least. For clarity, 
one misses a contribution from Franz Boas. 
As it is, the articles on “Race as a Social 
Phenomenon,” by Robert Redfield, and 
“Ethnics,” by E. K. A. Francis, are the re- 
deeming pieces in that section. Then come 
Section II: “Race and Region”; Section III: 
“The Ecology of Race Relations”; Section 
IV: “The Idea of Race”; Section V: “Race 
Conflict”; Section VI: “Status and Change”; 
Section VII: “Race and Human Nature”; 
and Section VIII: “The Study and Control 
of Race Relations.” Most contributions are 
vividly descriptive and easily readable, but 
the theoretical direction, once lost, is not 
recovered. 

After all this is said, it ought to be added 
that the selections contained in the Thomp- 
son-Hughes Race-Reader, as a whole, offer 
advantages to the mature reader which are 
not often found in other works on the same 
subject. One advantage is that a variety of 
points of view are offered; barring dogma- 
tism, the other is that race relations are 
shown on a world stage. There are the pas- 
sionate condemnation of racism by Hannah 
Arendt and the perspicacious evaluation of 
“resistance to change” by Rupert B. Vance. 
There are the assertive piece on “Negritude” 
by Georges Ballandier and the disparaging 
excerpt from Louis Wirth’s “Ghetto” which, 
by the way, sounds now quite a bit dated. 
There is also Eric Voegelin’s explanation of 
race as a symbol versus race as a reality jux- 
taposed with Houston Stewart Chamber- 
lain’s naive assumption that races are real. 
Personally, I prefer the straight story-telling 
contributions because they cover many situ- 
ations in many countries and provide a per- 
spective. The Thompson-Hughes anthology 
renders a real service to the American public 
in relieving the discussion on race relations 
of its customary fixation on the problems 
of the American South. To be sure, one of 








RACE: INDIVIDUAL AND COLLECTIVE BEHAVIOR 


the editors, Professor Edgar T. Thompson, 
is on the faculty at Duke University in 
Durham, North Carolina; and the fact that 
the tortured soul of a southern liberal who 
“understands” his own people, but just be- 
cause he understands them so well longs for 
a less tradition-laden atmosphere in human 
relations, is evident in his selections. But 
both Professor Thompson and Professor 
Hughes are students of the late Professor 
Robert E. Park at the University of Chicago 
and inheritors of Professor Park’s world-wide 
view of race relations as one of the basic 
problems of the modern world. Perhaps, 
the problem of the American South can be 
solved if one realizes that it is part of a 
larger problem. This is one of the guiding 
ideas of the book. 

The richness of the perspective is indeed 
amazing. Apart from contributions descrip- 
tive of the American scene, North and 
South, there are selections dealing with 
Europe, Russia, India, Central and South 
Africa, South-East Asia, Hawaii, Brazil, and 
Central America. A number of these are 
outstanding. Some of the most important 
aspects of the geography of race relations 
are aptly summarized in Jitsuichi Masuaoka’s 
“The City and Race Relations” and in 
Edgar T. Thompson’s “Society as a Group 
of Groups.” The concept of “succession” in 
racial and cultural contacts is well illustrated 
in Andrew W. Lind’s “Economic Succes- 
sion and Racial Invasion in Hawaii” and in 
Robert Cashman Murphy’s “From Indian 
to Negro in the Columbian Chocé.” The 
concept of symbiosis is treated in Patrick 
Putnam’s “Negro-Pygmy Relations in the 
Ituri Forest” and in Justus M. van der 
Kroef’s “The Economic Role of the Arabs 
in Indonesia.” The descriptions of “Racial 
Messiahs,” an “Incident in New Orleans,” 
and “Rumor and the Chicago White-Negro 
Race Riot, 1919” are highly informative, 
even impressive. The terrible inescapability 
of race relations stands exposed in these 
reports. On the whole, the larger contribu- 
tions seem preferable to the shorter ones. 
One becomes captivated by a story or a line 
of thought—as, for instance, in George Her- 
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bert Mead’s “Society and the Self,” and one 
hates to be cut off at the very moment one’s 
interest is aroused. Yet, on as few as two 
pages, G. Mesnard’s “The Cycle of Racial 
Competition in a Colonial Territory” tells 
more about French and Moslems in Algeria 
than many books. 

There is no index, but the painstakingly 
collected bibliography at the end of the 
book is most welcome. It is not a complete 
bibliography, by any means, but a widely 
representative one. The brief introductions 
to the major sections are intended to raise 
questions, not to suggest answers. However, 
there is one thing a Jewish reviewer cannot 
pass over in silence, and that is the slanted 
coverage of Jewish-Gentile relations, particu- 
larly in view of the fact that the slant is not 
inconsistent with the general tenor of the 
book. The philosophy underlying the book 
reveals a doubly split attitude: on the one 
hand, race relations are regarded as a fact 
of life, like it or not; while, on the other 
hand, their existence is regretted and their 
elimination desired. Similarly, race relations 
are thought of as cultural rather than bio- 
logical in nature, yet the ineradicable Amer- 
ican proclivity to view race relations as 
based primarily on recognizable physical 
traits returns by the back door, even after it 
has been thrown out by the front door. 
That very same split attitude is reflected in 
the pieces about the Jews. The existence of 
the Jews as a cohesive social group is 
acknowledged and at the same time de- 
plored. This schizophrenia makes it impos- 
sible for one to recognize the true character 
of Jewish existence. 

Let’s look at the record. Flinders Petrie’s 
“Religion as the Basis of Racial Classifica- 
tion” perpetuates the myth of unmixed Jew- 
ish “blood.” Maurice Samuel’s early essay, 
here called “Englishman or Jew?,” which 
poses the wrong alternative of racialism and 
universalism, has long been left behind in 
Maurice Samuel’s own thinking. Budd 
Schulberg’s “Which Brother Is the Jew?” 
is outright perversion. Amazingly, Alexander 
Goldenweiser’s bitter apercu about “Jewish- 
Arab Prejudice” (from 1924!) is the only 
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contribution referring to the Jewish settle- 
ment in Palestine; Gustav Ichheiser’s “The 
Fear of Gangsters and the Fear of Swin- 
dlers” casts the Jew into the rigid mold of 
a stereotype. Marvin Loewenthal’s essay on 
“Jew and Gentile in Medieval Germany as 
a Social Pair” holds a good lesson, but Kurt 
Lewin and Joshua Trachtenberg, who gave 
classic expression to Jewish “self-hatred” 
and the devil-ideology of Jewish-Gentile 
relations, remains unrepresented. How shall 
we explain this inability to outgrow old 
molds? Above the waters hovers the spirit 
of the late Professor Louis Wirth, who 
could bring himself to think about the Jews 
only in terms of segregation, “enforced” or 
“voluntary,” never in terms of congregation. 
In the pages of the Thompson-Hughes 
anthology the Jewish problem is resolved in 
a problem of “racial” attitudes, and the 
socio-economic structure of Jewish-Gentile 
relations, as well as the cultural aspect of 
the Jewish heritage, is sadly neglected. Yet, 
the authentic nature of Jewish existence 
among the nations cannot be entirely op- 
pressed. It appears where one would least 
expect it—namely, in a discussion of “Cen- 
sus Problems of Racial Enumeration” by 
Everett C. Hughes. Anybody who thinks that 
statistics is a dry affair should read that 
piece. In a witty way, the unreality of the 
Nazi race concept is exposed in figures and 
statistical nomenclatures and the multi- 
faceted complexity of Jewish life is, if ever 
so lightly, adumbrated. This appears as a 
last word what should have been a point of 
departure. But, again, such is the nature of 
the entire book. It presents a dazzling 
wealth of material, prefaced by question- 
marks. A proper theory of race relations re- 
mains a hope. 





. . . The existence and validity of human 
rights are not written in the stars....A 
large part of history is therefore replete with 
the struggle for those human rights, an eter- 
nal struggle in which a final victory can 
never be won. But to tire in that struggle 
would mean the ruin of society. . . . 

Albert Einstein 
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PLAINS OF EXHORTATION 


By CarMIn AULD GOULBOURNE 


In Lebanon the fig tree ripens thorn, 


And vines are dark with bruise. Here under- 
foot 


The grape is tossed, but the redundant root, 
Vermicular in thwarted maze is borne 


Till prophesies come to pass. Here nomad- 
worn 


The scattered flocks return to orchard fruit 


At last, though stones be cast, and hawk 
wings bruit 


Above the stalls where alien packs sojourn. 


And on this verdant path, flanked obdurate 
By bolstered pillars of an ancient creed, 


The Israel children, parched, may hope to 
rest 


Where runnels overflow . . . nor rocks 
frustrate 


The plains of exhortation with their greed, 
The caravan of dates that God has blest. 
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ume of Leningrad in photographs. Radik 

had written me a few weeks before that 
he was sending it to me as a remembrance 
of my visit to his “nice city,” as he called it, 
toward the end of July. Radik was a Rus- 
sian graduate student I had met, quite by 
chance, soon after my arrival in Leningrad, 
and although my visit there had lasted no 
longer than five days, we had seen much of 
each other and had become good friends. 
When I returned home, I sent Radik a book 
called Encyclopedia of American Jazz. He 
then wrote me a letter in which he ex- 
hausted almost his entire English vocabulary 
in words of enthusiasm and gratitude. This 
book was, in Radik’s words, “great, mag- 
nificent, very beautiful,” even “stupendous,” 
and it made him feel “happy,” even “joy- 
ous.” Of course, I was happy to receive the 
pictures of Leningrad with a warm inscrip- 
tion of friendship that Radik had written in 
the book. But our exchange was not really 
a fair one and I felt guilty about it, because 
for Radik, this was no mere gesture but a 
real sacrifice. I know how much books like 
this cost in Russia, or even here, and Radik’s 
only income is a stipend he receives for go- 
ing to school and whatever little he earns 
from his part-time summer employment. 
Of course, I wrote him at once expressing 
my appreciation and I let him know as tact- 
fully as I could that I wanted no more such 
sacrifices—not that I had any illusions con- 
cerning bringing about a change in him. If 
now I send him some record albums that I 
know he will enjoy, I can expect to receive 
some other gift from Russia in return—any- 
thing from caviar to a model of Sputnick 
would not surprise me. I had difficulty in 
refraining from accepting his own fur hat 
before I left, but fortunately we did not 
wear the same size. The one thing I know 
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for certain about Radik is that he will accept 
and give friendship only on the basis of 
complete equality. The fact that I am older 
or enjoy a higher standard of living makes 
no difference at all. When I first met him 
and his friend Victor and asked them to 
dinner at the hotel, they accepted eagerly 
and quickly; but after dinner I had to be 
their guest at the Cinerama Theater. 

In order to appreciate Radik as much as 
I do, you would have had to spend in Mos- 
cow the previous ten days before meeting 
him, as I did. Not that it was an ordeal by 
any means. It was just exhausting, wearing 
out shoe leather in sight-seeing, meeting and 
visiting people of all ages and kinds, trying 
to make oneself understood, talking English 
with the many students who speak it, and 
finally trying to convert Tanya, my Intourist 
Guide, to an image of America slightly 
different from the conditions portrayed in 
Oliver Twist. That battle I lost, but I de- 
serve “A” for the effort. I resented her shep- 
herding me about as if I were on a tour of 
Paradise, with neither the grace nor wit to 
appreciate perfection when I saw it. There 
was certainly much to admire in Moscow, 
and I was duly complimentary about the 
subways, the book-stalls, art museums, and 
the like. Tanya could tolerate my com- 
plaints about Intourist, or the slow service 
in the restaurants, but when we touched on 
sensitive areas like Pasternak or my not be- 
ing able to read American or English papers 
(except The Worker), Tanya’s idea of free- 
dom of the press and cultural interchange 
was miles from mine. I told Tanya I was 
Jewish and asked her why the Yiddish press 
no longer existed in Moscow; and, of course, 
I received the official answer—that readers 
no longer existed for such papers. When I 
asked her how she could be certain since I 
had evidence to the contrary, Pravda was 
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cited with the regularity and authority with 
which Billy Graham quotes Scripture, and 
that was always the final word on any sub- 
ject of controversy between us. Tanya 
learned in the course of time that I was a 
Rabbi, and this made her more patronizing 
than ever, since I was apparently a represen- 
tative of the pre-scientific age. Yet as we 
went through the Lenin-Stalin Mausoleums 
and I asked about taking a photograph, she 
shook her head and used the word “sacri- 
lege.” Tanya was a decent enough girl and 
one could certainly admire her patriotism. 
For a college girl of nineteen who pro- 
claimed her devotion to science, however, 
she was as devout a believer in her ideology 
as any religionist I had ever met. 

The night before I left Moscow I went 
to the opening of the American Exhibition 
at Sikolniki Park where I watched the rais- 
ing of the two flags, hoping that this sym- 
bolized the beginning of a new era of peace 
between the great world powers, The next 
morning, being Saturday and the Jewish 
Sabbath, I attended Synagogue services and 
in the afternoon flew to Leningrad. I went 
out for supper about nine o'clock and re- 
turned to the Hotel Europa, where my 
Intourist Guide had assigned me. As I ap- 
proached the entrance, I was surprised to 
see a crowd of some seventy-five to a hun- 
dred people all huddled around a new, 
cream-colored Chevrolet. On a Leningrad 
side street, the car looked like some huge 
amphibious monster, shiny and all fins in 
the rear, with its front hood like a whale, 
open for inspection. The inspectors were, of 
course, Russians—mostly young men and 
women who were asking questions of its 
American owner. I never met my fellow- 
countryman but managed to get a glimpse 
of him as he said in answer to a question, 
“In America, all the workers have cars just 
like this one.” I made a move at that point 
to enter the hotel, when a young man I 
might easily have mistaken for an American 
college boy, asked me in his own unique 
brand of English a whole series of questions 
that went something like this: “How many 
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tubles, please, does this car cost, and what 
percentage of a worker's salary is this, and 
does he buy this at once or gradually?” That 
was Radik. He asked my name, which from 
then on in Leningrad was “Mr. Robert,” and 
he introduced himself and his friend Victor, 
who stood beside him. Victor, he told me, 
understood English “to hear it” but not to 
speak it well; and although Victor was with 
us a great deal of the time during the next 
few days, he remained a silent partner to 
our conversations. We would smile at each 
other, or Victor's comments would be trans- 
lated by Radik for my benefit. I answered 
Radik’s questions about the Chevrolet as 
well as I could, and when I had exhausted 
my fund of knowledge on American auto- 
mobiles, Radik invited me to join him and 
Victor for a drink. I hesitated only for a 
moment because it so happened that while 
in Moscow I had been approached on two 
separate occasions by well-dressed young 
men whose business philosophy would have 
warmed the heart of any Western merchant 
prince. One of the Moscow boys wanted to 
buy my dacron suit right off my back, and 
this offer was made in the middle of Red 
Square. On Gorki Street, another boy said 
he just wanted to practice speaking English, 
but his practice lesson soon turned into a 
proposition whereby I could double my 
rubles over the official exchange for a quick 
trade in dollars. This Moscow digression was 
only to indicate why I hesitated accepting 
Radik’s and Victor’s invitation; but since 
I had talked myself thirsty by that time, I 
debated no longer. These boys had an hon- 
est look, and so we walked on together, they 
leading the way, to a bar on Nevsky Pros- 
pect. By the time we were seated, I knew 
that they were both students; so I ordered 
a beer. But this would not do. I was their 
special guest, I was told, and Radik ordered 
cognac and champagne all around. This 
combination is known as a “French 75” 
where I come from, but whatever it is called 
in Russia, it makes for the same pleasant 
and relaxed conversation. Since it was their 
tubles, I answered the questions—mainly 
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those about George Shearing and Louis 
Armstrong. The trouble was that they knew 
more about American Jazz than I did; so 
I finally managed artfully to change the 
subject. We walked and talked for hours 
that night, and by the end of the evening, 
three musketeers parted in a state of com- 
plete exhaustion. We had already become 
good friends and saw cach other a portion 
of every day and evening for the next five 
days that I remained in Leningrad. I found 
little use for the Intourist Guide who was 
assigned to me because I could see more 
and learn more under less formal auspices 
with Radik and Victor than I could with 
any Leningrad counterpart of ‘Tanya. It was 
certainly a relief to get “unofficial” answers 
to my questions without a reference to 
Pravda. I met some of Radik’s and Victor’s 
friends, the Leningrad college crowd of boys 
and girls in the graduate schools of science 
and the Foreign Language Institute. But 
Radik’s special girl-friend, he was sorry to 
say, was on vacation, visiting her parents. 
Had she been there, I could not have 
weathered the competition and I am certain 
that I would have had considerably less of 
Radik’s time and attention. As it was, Radik 
acted as friend, guide, and interpreter, and 
we talked about everything possible in the 
days remaining to us. 

I may have given the impression that 
Radik gave me “unofficial” answers to ques- 
tions I asked of him, in saying that Radik 
was disenchanted with his government or 
the socialist system. If so, I must correct this 
error at once, for Radik was as devoted in 
his own way to the Soviet Union as Tanya 
was in hers. But as we all know, there are 
all kinds of patriotism. Radik’s was not 
blind, but reasoned out. He was curious to 
learn about America and our ways; he 
frankly and enthusiastically admired much 
about them, and was critical of much that 
took place in his country. But his was the 
type of devotion that in my opinion makes 
the best kind of citizen. I only hoped that 
the Soviet Union appreciated the great 
strengths of its Radiks and other young 
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people like him. I had met other students 
like Tanya, and they made me wonder how 
conditions in Russia could ever change for 
the better with people who were already so 
satisfied with the status quo. I had also met 
young men and women in Moscow who 
were contemptuous of the Soviet Union 
and admired everything Western and Amer- 
ican. They complained to me about the 
stupidity of their government, the lack of 
personal freedom, the crowded housing con- 
ditions, and whatever else came up in our 
conversation. The curious thing about the 
total dissenters was their lack of fear in tell- 
ing me, a stranger, about their criticisms; 
and even more strange was their almost 
unanimous support of Soviet foreign policy. 
How they could dislike everything so much 
in the Soviet Union, and defend its foreign 
policy right down the line, I was never able 
to understand. Another tourist, a medical 
student from the United States, and I, asked 
one of the severest critics of Russia to din- 
ner with us at our hotel, the Ukrainia in 
Moscow. She was an attractive young girl 
named Natasha, recently graduated from the 
Language Institute, who was well paid by 
Soviet standards as a translator. During 
dinner, she talked freely against everything 
that the Soviet government was doing, and 
her special hate seemed to be socialist real- 
ism in art. Having seen evidence of this art 
form, I sympathized with her, although I 
thought that “white on white” and “black 
on black,” or whatever it was that I had 
seen in the Museum of Modern Art in New 
York, was no great monument to Western 
culture. So before meeting Radik, I had 
already met the Tanyas and the Natashas, 
and young men, too, who were their coun- 
terparts. Radik was of a different breed, and 
so were Victor and their friends. I have no 
idea whether they are truly typical of the 
great majority of students of the new gener- 
ation, but if they are, then there is reason 
enough to be hopeful for the future. Radik 
was a person of integrity and complete hon- 
esty. He had warmth and (this may sound 
chauvinistic) an American-type sense of 
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humor. His mind was curious and alert, and 
his personality was a pleasant blend of high 
intelligence and youthful buoyancy and 
bounce. His English was far from eloquent, 
but he was not afraid to express himself; 
and even though he stumbled on the words 
at times, he poured them out; then waited 
for answers. 

Every day Radik would read to me from 
Pravda, and this brought us into discussions 
of a free press. Space does not permit much 
but excerpts from our exchanges. But re- 
garding my charge that Pravda often por- 
trayed America in a false light, Radik agreed: 
“I suppose,” he said, “that each nation 
wants to show itself to its best advantage 
and make the other nation look wrong or 
bad. Maybe the American papers do not 
tell the whole truth about my country”; he 
added, “I think it is better to tell the truth 
all the time—the good and the bad.” The 
very evening Radik and I met, the subject 
of discrimination came up (brought up by 
me), and I told Radik that I was a Jew. 
He had no reaction at all; and it was as if 
I pronounced some ethnic or nationality 
status, since his response was that he was 
a Georgian (he was a native of Tiflis) and 
that Victor was a Russian, coming from a 
town near Leningrad. Radik admitted to 
any number of social evils, including anti- 
Semitism, and seemed truly ashamed that 
things which he called “unjust” obtained in 
the Soviet Union. To the best of his knowl- 
edge, he said that he believed the govern- 
ment did not condone discrimination of 
any kind, since this was contrary to its laws 
and to the Marxist philosophy. When I 
brought up some evidence that seemed to 
indicate the contrary, he was anxious to ex- 
plore the subject in greater detail. Radik 
believed it was the duty of every Soviet 
citizen to challenge wrongs or injustices 
wherever they existed. He was aware of the 
“business men,” the dacron and the money- 
changing crowd, and confessed that some 
prostitution exists in Russia. “This,” he said, 
“is another form of business, the business 
of love, and does not fit with socialism.” I 
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recalled to him a conversation I had in Mos- 
cow with an engineer, an old-time Stalinist, 
who blamed prostitution and the black mar- 
ket on the leniency of the Khrushchev re- 
gime. “Under Stalin,” he had told me, 
“these evils would not happen. The secret 
police would not have permitted them.” At 
this Radik smiled, and said: 

Mr. Robert, these social evils need to be changed, 

but not by secret police. That way, what is bad gets 
worse, not better. We must change conditions, and 
then what is bad will go away. 
Radik, like most of the students I met, was 
a member of Komsomol (Young Commun- 
ist League). Although he considered him- 
self a Marxist, he seemed less interested in 
politics and more in people, science, books, 
and conversation. His attitude toward reli- 
gion was, of course, negative. Religion, 
according to Radik, was an unscientific 
approach to a better life. He had difficulty 
in understanding how I could reconcile reli- 
gion with science, for to him it seemed an 
“either” or a “choice”: 

Mr. Robert, I cannot understand big contradic- 

tion in America. With high level of technology, 
how is it possible for so many churches which be- 
lieve in miracles, resurrection, and so much that is 
contrary to scientific approach to the universe? 
I explained as well as I could that I, for 
one, did not believe in miracles, and many 
religious people in America placed empha- 
sis on the ethical and humanistic teaching 
of religion rather than on elements of magic. 
Frankly, Radik was not impressed with my 
explanation, but after further discussion he 
said: “What a person believes or says he 
believes, I think may be not so important 
as the goodness in him and how he treats 
other people.” At that point I warned him 
that any more talk like that and I would 
have him writing my sermons for me. 

Some amusing things occurred in our 
talks. At one time, Radik suddenly used 
some words of four letters distinctly native 
to America. When I expressed surprise at 
his command of some of our most expres- 
sive language, not found in the dictionary, 
he seemed pleased and proud. “Heming- 
way,” he said, “very good writer.” This led 
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us to a discussion of authors; and unlike 
Tanya, Radik thought that the Writers’ 
Union’s decision not to publish Pasternak’s 
Dr. Zhivago was a wrong one. He had read 
a copy in English since there are any num- 
ber being circulated, and thought that the 
book was dull and, for the most part, unin- 
teresting. Moreover, Radik said, “Subjec- 
tively it may be true as the experience of 
one man, but objectively it is an unjust 
story of revolution and a distortion of his- 
tory.” He also felt that had the book been 
published, no one would have taken great 
note of it; and he added: “I think that may 
be like in America, it should be O.K. to 
publish even lies, because people eventually 
find out the truth.” But even Radik drew 
the line, when I pressed him, regarding lit- 
erature advocating war or racial discrimina- 
tion. To him, these were the greatest evils; 
and in his hierarchy of values, it was more 
important to sacrifice freedom of the press 
than to permit these ills to find expression. 

Radik and I argued in a friendly way 
about any number of things. I happened to 
remark, in telling him my impressions of 
Moscow, that I thought the seven sky- 
scrapers there were less than architectural 
monuments to either good taste or good 
construction. I complained that they were 
not modern; to which he replied that, of 
course, they were modern, for had they not 
been built since the second World War? 
When I said I found them to be over-bear- 
ing and out of place, Radik thought them 
to be very impressive. When I criticized the 
ornamentation and “gingerbread,” Radik 
thought this was “pretty.” Our diverse tastes 
had led to an impasse. Finally, I said: 
“Radik, maybe they are impressive or even 
pretty, but certainly they are monotonous. 
One looks like the other, and you have to 
come close to tell them apart.” He thought 
for a moment and then became quite ex- 
cited and the words tumbled out: “Please, 
Mr. Robert,” he said, trying to make me 
understand his point of view, “in nature 
there are many trees, yes? All very similar; 
all very beautiful.” 
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On another occasion, one night after 
Radik and I had attended a performance of 
the ballet “Spartacus,” which was truly im- 
pressive and beautiful, we met Victor and 
talked about socialism. Of course, Radik 
regarded himself as a free man, and believed 
he lived in a free nation. Whatever faults 
existed he was convinced could be overcome 
within the framework of the Soviet system. 
For all his criticism in any particular area— 
and he voiced any number—he was devoted 
to socialism. “What do you like best about 
your system?” I asked him. His answer this 
time was quick and unhesitating: “Free 
education, public health, and peace,” he 
said. In explaining this, he said that it was 
unjust to deprive people of education if 
they had the ability to achieve it. “And 
certainly,” he said on the next subject, 
“health belongs to all the people. Why 
should the rich man be able to buy health 
and not the poor man? Health is life, and 
life is for everybody.” Radik spoke these 
words with deep feeling, and the intensity 
of his emotion continued when I asked him 
why he connected socialism with peace, 
since he had given this as his third reason. 
“Mr. Robert,” Radik began very seriously, 
“you are a very good friend. Please do not 
be offended, but you want me to speak the 
truth?” I assured Radik that I did and that 
any conviction which he sincerely held 
would never offend me nor risk my friend- 
ship toward him. He replied: 

Well then, I think that in your country men 
made money out of the last war, and great profits 
are made out of the cold war. And I read that if 
you have no more war economy, people in America 
worry about depression or unemployment. It is not 
good to have vested interest in war or preparation 
for war. 

I explained to Radik that in America almost 
everyone wanted peace as much as the peo- 
ple in Russia and that it was possible to 
adjust our economy to peace and to have 
it prosper. Of course, we went into more 
detail, but I do not know whether I con- 
vinced him or not. There was no doubt that 
he hated war with a passion, and I told him 
that I shared his feelings. “Yes,” he said, 
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“this is right, Mr. Robert; I cannot hate any 
people, but I hate war.” 

When I left Leningrad, Radik got up at 
an early hour to ride with me to the air- 
port. Before we said “Dosvidanya,” he pre- 
sented me with a package of a half-dozen 
L.P. records which I later discovered, in 
addition to Ojistrach and Giles, included 
Van Cliburn. His other gifts were a dozen 
stamps honoring the great Yiddish writer, 
Sholom Aleichem, the 100th anniversary of 
whose birth was celebrated in the Soviet 
Union by the issuing of stamps bearing his 
picture and a five-volume edition of his 
works published in Russian. 

Before leaving, I asked Radik if he would 
not like to go to America. “Yes,” he said, 
“with you, Mr. Robert, very much—for a 
visit.” “Why not for keeps, Radik?”, I said: 

You would be an asset to any country and the 
Americans would love you. Frankly, people like you 
and Victor are the best of all things I’ve seen in 
Russia—more impressive than those skyscrapers, 
your subways, your great ballet, even Sputnick! You 


know we have a high standard of living in America 
and many Chevrolets—maybe too many. 


Radik insisted with a smile: 


For a visit, but not to stay. This would not be 
just. America is a great country, industrialized in the 
last century, built by the labor of many people. My 
country was industrialized very late, after the revo- 
lution, and now it would not be just for me to 
come to America and live on the work of others. 
It is good for me to build my country and make it 
better. Just there should always be peace and friend- 
ship between our countries as there is between us. 

We shook hands, and the warmth that 
communicated itself to me at that moment 
has remained with me as I write these lines. 
I think it always will. 

I did not become an expert on Russia in 
two weeks. Some of what I heard and saw 
depressed me, and other experiences made 
me happy and hopeful. I learned little of 
the Soviet system as such that I did not 
know before. I had hoped for some defini- 
tive answers to the many questions I brought 
with me. But even concerning anti-Semitism 
I could learn very little, since there were so 
many contradictions in what people told 
me. I concluded that some forms of discrim- 
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ination certainly existed, along with other 
social ills not solved at this stage of history 
by the socialist state that had claimed to 
have found all the answers. What I know 
of anti-Semitism I have learned mostly from 
reading the papers here rather than from my 
brief visit there. From this point of view, 
my trip was a failure. I certainly did not 
convert Radik to my way of life, nor did he 
try to convert me to his. Despite the vast 
gulf that separated us, Radik and I under- 
stood each other by our common humanity. 
Thanks to him especially, and to Victor and 
the others, perhaps I learned something 
more important than the questions I went 
there with and left with unanswered. 





...A nation... which has witnessed the 
rise and decay of the most ancient empires, 
and which still continues to hold its place 
in the present day, deserves . . . the closest 
attention. 

Heinrich Graetz, History of the Jews 
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Emst Toller: An Anniversary Appreciation 


By GEOFFREY WAGNER 


“There is no end to tragedy. Communism, too, has its tragedy. There will always 
be individuals to whose sufferings there is no solution. And if there is an individual for 
whose sufferings there is no cure then his tragedy is also the tragedy of the society in 


which he lives.” 


the Friedrichsfelde section of Berlin, 

a tribute was paid at the graves of Karl 
Liebknecht and Rosa Luxemburg forty years 
after their deaths, shot “whilst attempting 
to escape.” But how many who filed past in 
the cold so much as knew of the name of 
their young colleague, Ernst Toller? Who 
today, in all the fuss over Brecht, recalls 
this poet and political victim who killed 
himself in a New York hotel room exactly 
twenty years ago? Toller early typified the 
fate of a certain kind of bourgeois artist of 
our times, being, first, dissatisfied with a 
“select” role in the social organism and yet, 
second, understanding the nature of con- 
temporary politics, his means to the masses, 
far too clearly to be anything but inhibited 
by them. The more German Fascism clari- 
fied itself as poetry manqué, the more an 
artist like Toller was forced into the role of 
feuilletonist. 


To re-read Stalin today on the Second 
International, and Kautsky’s supposed de- 
viation “towards a bourgeois conception of 
national self-determination,” is to touch the 
source of that perfidious fantasy which 
Toller early realized was to be the crux of 
the Communist interpretation of individual 
values. For Toller was essentially, in Ruth 
Fischer’s words, “what the Germans call an 
ethical socialist, a man who embraces social- 
ism for its spiritual and moral values.” He 
suffered the fate of the racial and political 
tefugee in Germany rather before other, 
pethaps more distinguished, writers, and 
grew to understand it all too clearly, I feel. 
The little allegory he made of the swallows 


Pit LAST YEAR, during a snowstorm in 


Letter to Stefan Zweig, June 13, 1923 


that came to nest on the window of his cell 
in Niederschénenfeld prison might well to- 
day be applied to the fate of dispersed Jewry. 
Tolerated the first year Toller was there, 
these birds, which brought him beauty, were 
then “forbidden” by the prison governor, 
the national super-ego, as it were, and Toller 
was removed to a stricter cell facing north; 
despite a touching appeal from the new 
prisoner in Toller’s former cell on behalf of 
the swallows, the governor destroyed their 
modest nest, and later, in a determined ac- 
tion, nine other nests which the birds built 
in various other cells, until the whole brood 
had perished on the cold cell-windows. 
Many reasons have been put forward for 
Toller’s suicide—the Russo-German pact, 
Munich, a quarrel with a collaborator, the 
break-up of his marriage, exile, the defeat 
of the Spanish Republic, growing insomnia, 
and, finally, persecution by George H. 
Deatherage’s Knights of the White Camel- 
lia, an American organization linked with 
the Ku Klux Klan which later boasted that 
they had driven the poet to his death. (V. 
Klaus Mann’s article in the New Republic 
for June 7, 1939, in this connection.) On 
his death the National Socialist press nat- 
urally remained silent; the only German 
periodical to cover the event as it deserved 
was Freies Deutschland, emanating from 
Mexico. In this country Poetry (Chicago) 
ignored his death, while Dorothy Thomp- 
son wrote in the Saturday Review of a 
“strange remoteness” about the events in 
Toller’s Eine deutsche Jugend, a detached 
autobiography dedicated to a nephew who 
shot himself wherein he believed the reader 
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would find “the youth of a whole genera- 
tion, and a slice of history into the bargain.” 


Unlike colleagues in the Arbeiterpoesic 
movement, like Paul Zech, Toller made no 
romantic self-identification with the work- 
ing-class. He was a petit bourgeois, born on 
December 1, 1893, of a comfortably-off 
Jewish family that had originally paid for 
permission to settle in Samotschin, in the 
Netzebruch, Posen. The outstanding inci- 
dents of his childhood, as can be seen in the 
brief German studies of him by Paul Signer 
and Fritz Droop, were those conditioned by 
his proximity to the Polish border. He was 
educated in local Jewish schools and then 
at the Bromberg Realgymnasium, where he 
did work on the side for the Ostdeutsche 
Rundschau. It was when he graduated to 
the Gymnasium that he came into contact 
with the writings of Ibsen, Strindberg, and 
Wedekind, not to mention Gerhart Haupt- 
mann who, incredible as it may seem today, 
was actually prohibited in certain classes. 
The poems Toller wrote at this period, 
apart from those that deal conventionally 
enough with a leading Bromberg actress, 
wrestle sensitively with racial and religious 
problems. 


In 1913 he went to the University of 
Grenoble and was nearly caught in France 
by the declaration of war. After various 
vicissitudes he went forward to the front 
and saw his first action on the Metz sector. 
In 1916, with his invariably weak heart giv- 
ing trouble, he was honorably discharged 
and began study at the University of Mu- 
nich, where Professor Kutscher introduced 
him personally to Max Halbe, Wedekind, 
and—a lifelong friend—Thomas Mann. 

At the end of the year Eugen Diederichs 
invited him to his retreat at Burg Lauen- 
stein in Thuringia. Here Toller met Max 
Weber and Richard Dehmel, but the whole 
Diederichs group was too dreamily idealistic 
for him; he suspected the “political roman- 
ticism” of Max Maurenbrecher, the mysti- 
cism of von Scholz, the fantasies of Gustav 
Falke, who made his daughters dance by 
moonlight in front of the castle. Weber 
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(who was to rise in the Reichstag and quote 
the last three lines of Karl Bréger’s Bekennt- 
nis) was a valid influence, as was Detlev 
von Liliencron’s friend, still struggling to be 
a soldier at fifty, Dehmel. 

From 1917 on Toller became more di- 
rectly involved with politics than his coun- 
terparts in other countries (such as Borkenau, 
or Orwell). In Berlin he met Kurt Eisner, 
who exploited his attractive appearance and 
oratorical ability to a point where Toller 
was imprisoned for revolutionary activity. 
In prison he completed his first play, Die 
Wandlung (usually translated as Transfor- 
mation), the theme of which is taken from 
Reinhard Johannes Sorge’s Der Bettler of 
1912. A Jewish doctor declared him unfit 
for the imprisonment and Toller was re- 
leased for a mental hospital, run by the 
celebrated Krapelin. Unlike Franz Held or 
Georg Trakl, Toller did not dwell on his 
incarceration among the mad, and on his 
release from the asylum the Kiel sailors 
revolted. 


This revolt, which Toller dramatized in 
Feuer aus den Kesseln, touched off others 
in various factories and on November 9, 
1918, Liebknecht announced a German So- 
cialist Republic. The politics of the period 
here become complex, but Toller was in the 
thick of them, under Eisner’s protective 
wing. As is well known, the Liebknecht- 
Luxemburg faction, with which Toller was 
associated, did not believe in the application 
of the techniques of Russian Communism. 
Traveling to Bavaria, Eisner was shot by the 
young Graf Arco-Valley and Toller soon 
found himself (as President of the Central 
Committee in Miinich, no less) in an im- 
possible position, grappling with Eugen 
Leviné’s Russophilism and trying to main- 
tain some measure of independent socialism 
in Germany. 


Eventually he was captured and put in 
the very cell from which Leviné had been 
led to be shot; then, after arraignment on 
treason, he was sentenced to serve five years 
in the grim Niederschénenfeld fortress 
prison at Rain-am-Lech. This period of im- 
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prisonment, strict as it was, intensified Tol- 
ler’s constant Sehnsucht and was responsible 
for Das Schwalbenbuch, Gedichte der Ge- 
fangenen, and finally Masse Mensch, all 
written clandestinely under blankets and 
smuggled out in one way or another. Masse 
Mensch was actually put on in Berlin in 
1921 when Toller was on a suicidal hunger 
strike against the tyrannous prison governor. 
Altogether it was translated into twenty- 
seven languages and acted in 1924 in New 
York by Blanche Yurka and Jacob Ben Ami. 

Die Maschinenstiirmer, which Toller 
smuggled out in 1922, was put on in Berlin 
by Reinhardt, and on the day of its opening 
Rathenau was assassinated by youths of the 
“People’s Party,” thus accomplishing in flesh 
and blood what Toller had depicted in the 
last act of the play. Encouraged in his sur- 
reptitious creative activity by the poet Erich 
Miihsam (arrested after the Reichstag fire 
and flogged to death in Oranienburg in 
1934), Toller next wrote Der deutsche 
Hinkemann, a play strongly influenced by 
Biichner’s Wozzeck and resulting in an anti- 
Semitic demonstration at the Dresden State 
Theater. Produced at white heat, under 
really amazing circumstances, these three 
plays mark Toller’s place in literature. At 
the end of 1923 he wrote one more, Der 
entfesselte Wotan, an unimportant drama 
which yet brilliantly parodies Hitler’s career 
in advance: 


Der edle Mensch hat nichts mehr zu suchen in 
Europa! Der Schuft gedeiht hier, der Heuchler setzt 
Speck an, der Schieber polstert den Hintern mit 
franzésischen Schinken! Frauen bekleiden die lust- 
seuchezerfressenen Beine mit seidene Unterhosen 
. . » Mariechen, In Europa wohnt kein Gott nicht 
mehr.1 


The prison years, then, were all impor- 
tant for Toller and, indeed, there are few 
in contemporary literature who can lay 
claim to having written with such pertinac- 


1. “There is nothing more left for the honorable 
man in Europe. The ranks of the rascals grow, the 
hypocrite puts on fat, the black marketeer stuffs his 
backside with French hams. Women clothe legs 
consumed with syphilis with silken underthings . . . 
Mariechen, there is no God in Europe any more.” 
(My translation.) 
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ity and courage. When he left Nieder- 
schénenfeld his best work was done, though 
he was still to produce Hoppla! Wir Leben, 
Die blinde Géttin, Nie wieder Friede, 
Pastor Hall (to be filmed), and other works, 
including the collaboration with another 
suicide, Walter Hasenclever, which pro- 
duced Bourgeois bleibt Bourgeois. 

From 1924 until 1929 he endeavored to 
live by his pen. The last time he came out 
into the open as a political agitator was in 
the abortive Munich rising of 1929. He trav- 
eled —to London, Moscow, Switzerland — 
extensively, but lived for the most part in 
Munich and Leipzig. In 1929 he came to 
America for a lecture tour and the next 
year, back in Germany, wrote Quer durch 
13 Jahre (partially translated as Which 
World—Which Way?), and Feuer aus den 
Kesseln, produced in Berlin in August, 1931 
(in London, as Draw the Fires, in 1932). 
Hinkemann—as Toller came to prefer it to 
be called, to avoid the national emphasis— 
was now translated into English as Bloody 
Laughter and performed in New York with 
Maurice Schwartz, the famous Yiddish 
actor, in the lead role of the emasculated 
pacifist veteran of World War I. (It has 
also been translated as Hobbleman and 
Brokenbrow.) In 1933, of course, Toller was 
officially exiled and deprived of his nation- 
ality while storm-troopers confiscated his 
property. A photograph of July of that year 
shows him in Switzerland with four fellow- 
exiles—-Thomas Mann, Remarque, Emil 
Ludwig, and Count Metternich. That same 
month he spoke at the famous P.E.N. Con- 
gress at Ragusa (Dubrovnik), at which 
Wells deplored “intellectual nationalism,” 
alongside Remarque, Mann, Edwin Muir, 
Feuchtwanger, and Stefan Zweig. Like some 
of these intellectual refugees, Toller first 
tried to found a home in London, where his 
plays were bringing him in a small income. 
Auden, Spender, and Denis Johnston all 
translated his work, but (as his brief passage 
with W. B. Yeats shows) Toller’s social 
conscience could not be appeased, and in 
1938 he was in Spain, lecturing and raising 
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funds for destitute Spanish children, a char- 
ity he supported to the end. 


In 1939 he came to America where his 
wife, the German actress Christina Graut- 
off, who was twenty-five years his junior and 
whom he had married in 1935, was working 
in Hollywood. After what was to him a dis- 
appointing P.E.N. Congress in New York 
that year, he began to contemplate a return 
to Europe. But the news grew rapidly worse. 
He was staying at the Mayflower Hotel on 
the west of Central Park, and on the morn- 
ing of May 22 he dressed in a polo shirt 
and trousers and worked normally enough 
until lunch-time, when his secretary, Miss 
Elsie Burroughs, went out as usual. When 
she returned at 2:30 she found Toller dead; 
like his own character in Hoppla! he had 
taken the cord of a bath-robe and hanged 
himself from a hook on the door. It is typi- 
cal that one of his last actions had been to 
send off a check for $500 to support Pales- 
tinian Jewry. 

Of how much value was what the prison 
governor called the “incessant scribbling” 
of this contemporary Bunyan? It is, in fact, 
rather harder to judge the worth of some 
of the German expressionism of this time 
than, say, the product of another intellectual 
imprisonment, Wilde’s De Profundis. The 
assumptions of Toller’s early drama have 
by this time become so literal that to re-read 
his entirely non-intuitive plays like Masse 
Mensch and Die Maschinenstiirmer today 
is, I am afraid, to come across in a drawer 
the familiar, even cozy, outlines of a very 
old pair of socks indeed. Walter H. Sokel’s 
new study of German expressionism shows 
it as a form of contemporary Utopianism, 
and Toller certainly is to be associated with 
the so-called Halbexpressionisten—men like 
Georg Heym, Trakl, or even Werfel, whose 
work stemmed from Rilke or Whitman. 
(Heinrich Lersch’s Mensch in Eisen is sheer 
pastiche of Leaves of Grass, parts of which 
Freiligrath had earlier translated; the mettri- 
cal innovations Toller attempted along this 
line, however, were in application of cur- 
rent Grossstadtpoesie which demanded a 
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virtually voluptuous realism, of the kind 
brought into English poetry in connection 
with machinery by Spender and Hart Crane.) 

In a letter from prison in 1920 Toller jus- 
tifiably dissociated himself from such move- 
ments and, unlike Arno Holz, Ernst Stadler, 
or the dentist Joseph Winckler in his fa- 
mous Eiserne Sonette of 1912, Toller felt 
that Grossstadtpoesie was not truly experi- 
ential, despite its pretensions to the con- 
trary. It is ironical that the Nazis quickly 
assailed it—Adolf Bartels, for example, at- 
tacking the mode as noxiously Jewish—and 
permitted only the dreamy rhetoric, divorced 
from all Proletarierelend, of writers like 
Hofmannsthal and (that other exile) Max 
Hermann-Neisse. 

Yet Toller could truly claim that his early 
dramas embody “the youth of a whole gen- 
eration,” for they are essentially simplified 
Orwell-like studies in the conflict between 
political and ethical man. The conflict is 
arranged not only externally (between The 
Woman and The Nameless One, between 
Jimmy Cobbett and John Wible) but also 
in the souls of these first two characters in 
each play, Masse Mensch and Die Maschin- 
enstiirmer. Beyond this the whole will-to- 
death of the German masses was grasped 
with extraordinary prescience, as only per- 
haps a writer who had fought through the 
Second International could foresee it. 

In the first of these two plays the temper- 
ate and visionary aspects Toller handled so 
well are given to The Woman, who conflicts 
with the headstrong revolutionary, The 
Nameless One, although both have identical 
ends (the former says, “Fabriken diirfen 
nicht mehr Herr,’ and the latter, “Den 
Arbeitern gehéren die Fabriken!”). The 
creed of The Nameless One is the Com- 
munist cliché: 


Ich bin Massel 
Masse ist Schicksal. 


To which The Woman replies, 


Doch iiberlegen Sie, 
Masse ist ohnmichtig. 
Masse ist schwach. 














ERNST TOLLER: AN ANNIVERSARY APPRECIATION 


And The Nameless One reiterates, 
Masse ist Fiihrer! 
Masse ist Kraft!2 


The natural sequel is that the soldiers are 
allowed to enter and execute The Woman. 
Both The Woman and Jimmy Cobbett of 
Die Maschinenstiirmer are accused by those 
they are trying to assist of being “Intellek- 
tuelle,” and The Woman vainly cries out, 
before she is taken off, “Ich schiitze unsre 
Seelen!” 

Toller denied being influenced by Haupt- 
mann’s Die Weber in his drama of the 
Nottingham weavers, but there are many 
parallels in the two works. Here the extrem- 
ist, John Wible, has become much more 
unpleasant. It is also interesting to note 
how clearly Toller understands this kind of 
revolutionary demagogue. Thus he has 
Jimmy say to Wible, 

Wie du verichtlich von den Arbeitsmannem 
spricht, die du befreien willst! Wie deine Augen 
schwelen in hamischer Bosheit! Man meinte, du 


wolltest nicht die Arbeitsmanner befreien, sondern 
dich, dich rachen!3 


Hinkemann shows a deepening of Toller’s 
aesthetic revulsion to violence which, in a 
development curiously parallel to Paster- 
nak’s, eventually led him to espouse the 
Christian ideal of “meekness” as the salva- 
tion of man. Here, in this play dealing with 
a disabled man’s impotence (obviously sim- 
ilar to Germany’s), Toller makes his hero 
exclaim: 


Der Mensch ist nicht gut, wenn er hungert .. . 
man muss ihm erst Obdach und Nahrung und ein 
2. “THE NAMELESS. I am the Masses! 
Masses are fate. 
THE MASSES IN THE HALL. Are fate... 
THE WOMAN. Only consider— 
Masses are helpless, 
Masses are weak. 
How blind you are! 
Masses are master! 
Masses are might!” 
(Translated by Vera Mendel.) 


3. “How scornfully you speak of the working- 
men whom you want to free. How your eyes glow 
with malicious spite. One might imagine that you 
didn’t want to liberate the working-men so much as 
revenge yourself.” (My translation.) 


THE NAMELESS. 
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bisschen Schénheit geben, ehe man von ihm ver- 
langen darf, dass er giitig sei... .4 


Increasing dislike of the theory of the end 
justifying the means occurs in Hoppla! and 
in Feuer (through the character K@bis, 
here) culminating in a complete repudia- 
tion of mass-feeling in Nie wieder Friede. 
Indeed, it is much to be doubted that a 
sensitive person like Toller would have 
written his first plays anywhere else than in 
the isolation provided by hospital or prison; 
for his treatment demanded a kind of Swiss- 
barometer arrangement of political values, 
with the characters being unable to co-exist 
on the metaphysical level at all. (When 
War pops out, Peace nips back in again, 
and so forth.) During the later twenties, 
however, Toller could not help despising 
the masses for following the direction they 
so mesmerically were. (War became a mani- 
festation of human behavior, not a political 
paradigm; it existed in a quarrel with a 
friend, as well as in a booby-trap in a cathe- 
dral.) Auden’s translations of the “Dicta- 
tor’s Song” catch the spirit of Toller’s 
original admirably: 


Are you living in the city all your dreary little life, 
In a dreary little office, with a dreary little wife? 


I will give you flags and banners and processions and 
a band; 


You shall march in step together, you shall feel just 
grand. 


Here, through the St. Francis motif, and 
in Pastor Hall, he attempts Christian por- 
trayals as diametric opposites of the political 
demagogue. 

“IT am also living for mankind which in- 
cludes all that has being,” Toller once wrote 
to Fritz von Unruh. His example of high 
aesthetic idealism and intellectual conscience 
is a salutary one to recollect today. But 
there is more in Toller than this. “The indi- 
vidual,” he wrote to Kurt Pinthus, “devel- 
ops the same conflict within himself which 
brings him into opposition with the masses.” 


4. “Man is not good when he is starving. . 
He has first to have shelter and food and a bit of 
beauty before you can ask him to be kind. 
(My translation.) 
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Having pledged himself to true democracy 
from the start, Toller watched man betray- 
ing himself in this double conflict. In an 
article for Die neue Weltbiihne in 1930 he 
showed how committed he was to this be- 
lief and how well he realized that in the 
Western democracies the individual was 
faced with increasing political responsibility 
if he was to endure. 


As regards his work, it is perhaps harder 
with a writer like Toller than with most to 
predict the value of what he might have 
written. This is because he did the major 
part of his work at a moment in German 
literature when a sort of period ornamenta- 
tion was in vogue. The expressionist drama 
is overladen with “modernistic” interior 
decoration, like so much poetic art nouveau. 
When you have shorn this away, however, 
you are inevitably faced with that thinker 
of rare integrity whom Auden apostrophizes 
in his fine verse tribute: 


Dear Ernst, lie shadowless at last among 
The other war-horses who existed till they’d done 
Something that was an example to the young. 


We are lived by powers we pretend to understand: 


They arrange our loves; it is they who direct at the 
end 


The enemy bullet, the sickness, or even our hand. 

It is their tomorrow hangs over the earth of the 
living 

And all that we wish for our friends: but existence 
is believing 

We know for whom we mourn and who is grieving. 
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Watter A. SINz 





... 1 am not an expert on the Near East and know practically nothing about 
pipe-lines. But one pipe-line I have watched with horror all my life; it is the pipe- 
line through which, for centuries, Jewish blood has flowed sporadically, and with 
horrible, incessant streams from 1933 to 1945. I will not, I cannot, forget this 
unbelievable fact, and I bow my head in shame as one of those who permitted this 
greatest of wholesale murders to happen, instead of standing up with courage and 
decision against its perpetrators before it was too late. . . . 


Jan Masaryk 








Perf shia 


HAT SUMMER Sure seemed like it was 

going to be wasted. My summers 

then, especially after my bar-mitzvah, 
were usually exciting. Maybe it’s just that 
each year between twelve and twenty tends 
to be an exciting thing in itself anyway; but 
my previous summers in the country had 
seemed especially good, except that this 
summer we were at the beach because my 
father preferred the salt water and it was 
closer to the city. I found it much duller 
myself, and did a lot of reading. Perhaps the 
dullness was a good thing in some ways be- 
cause, although I had to watch my baby 
brother quite a bit and help my mother 
around the cottage (my kid sister was nine 
and wasn’t of much use), I had a lot of time 
for myself. So I read lots of the Bible, some 
Greek plays, and Mann’s Joseph trilogy. I 
liked the Joseph story especially. 

But there were still plenty of loose ends. 
My best friend, Herb Schwartz, came up 
from Brooklyn to stay with us for a week or 
two—his folks were divorced and he lived 
with his mother who worked—and even he 
left after a few days out of boredom. Be- 
sides, he was pining away for Milli, his 
steady. I couldn’t figure that at all—why a 
fellow would give up fresh air and swim- 
ming to go back to the hot and dirty city 
just for a girl! So I hung around a lot on 
the beach and got friendly with one of the 
life-guards. He taught me life-saving and 
how to work and care for the life-boat. I felt 
good rowing around out beyond the swim- 
mers and even got an official emblem to 
sew on my sweat-shirt. I liked Dan (I forget 
his last name) quite a lot, but he was 
around twenty and spent a lot of time chas- 
ing after the women. 

Otherwise, I knew a few fellows around 
my own age and we spent most of our time 
talking about sex and watching the girls in 
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their bathing suits. Also I wanted to make 
my high school track team in the fall (I was 
going to be a junior); so I set up a high- 
jump in our tiny and sandy back-yard and 
fooled around practicing an hour or so each 
day. What I missed most of all was a piano. 
I was taking lessons during the winter and 
had developed a taste for colored music— 
blues and boogie-woogie. At least there had 
been pianos at the country resort where we 
used to stay and I had done a lot of hanging 
around the rec. hall there. All in all, it 
looked like the beach was going to be 
awfully quiet! 

The nights were the worst—and the best 
—in many ways. Mostly I wandered around 
to get out of the house so I could smoke 
(my father was withholding official permis- 
sion until I was sixteen). So I sat on the 
beach, or on the rows of rocks jutting out 
at regular intervals into the breakers, and 
watched the ocean and the night sky and 
the glowing necklace of lights on the bridge 
spanning the distance. Then I would walk 
up and down the wet sand by the rings of 
foam and seaweed and crab-shells, smelling 
the salt and feeling the cool wind, and 
would think about the desert and about 
Joseph in Egypt—how he was a Jew who 
succeeded among the Gentiles and yet 
never forgot his family. I thought of the 
blues and how it sounded something like 
some of the music I had learned in the 
synagogue. I thought about that weird play, 
Oedipus Rex, and how I wished my father 
wasn’t gone all week, and how I'd like to 
have somebody besides Dan to learn from. 
I guess the sea was more real to me then 
than friends or family. 

But then I would get lonely and walk the 
streets and have an ice-cream sundae just to 
get back in with people for a while. Some- 
times, when I felt like a long walk, I would 
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follow the main street down to the other 
end of the beach where there was an out- 
door dance pavilion and watch the people 
dance to pop tunes like “Amapola” and 
“The Music Makers” pouring from the 
juke-box. I would never dance there myself 
because I guess I was too young and didn’t 
know many girls anyway. But I would watch 
and wonder what it was all about—the 
noise, the color, the motion. The place 
looked like an over-sized wrestling ring hung 
about with Japanese lanterns, and I seem 
to remember that the dancers had to climb 
through the ropes to get in. The whole 
thing looked pretty silly to me—the boys 
and girls smiling and chattering at one an- 
other, holding each other gingerly, throwing 
their heads back to laugh. Every now and 
then I’d notice one of them staring alone 
from the side-lines, wondering when to go 
home. Thank God, I thought to myself, 
that I’m not mixed up in that merry-go- 
round! The music, especially, pained me; 
it was such junk—white man’s commercial 
music, tin-pan-alley—not like the blues I 
loved. 

So I watched and waited, not even know- 
ing what for. 

One Wednesday night, when my hanker- 
ing for a piano really weighed me down, | 
went into a saloon—called, out of some for- 
gotten hope, The Pharaoh—next door to 
the pavilion, because I heard someone play- 
ing. I felt even stranger here than at the 
dance as I walked in to see who it was. 

“What can I do for you, Sonny?” asked 
the bar-keep. 

“Just wanted to hear the piano,” I offered, 
hesitantly. The place smelled of stale beer. 
It was not very crowded, though (only a 
few men sitting around in work clothes); so 
he shrugged his shoulders and paid no more 
attention to me. 

The pianist was colored and seemed al- 
most by himself as he sang “See See Rider” 
to no one in particular. My heart skipped a 
beat. A Negro piano-player, singing the 
blues! I stood beside the piano, looking and 
feeling out of place, and just listened. He 
flashed a gold smile at me and then forgot 
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about me too. I think I remember him as 
rather slight and leathery-looking, with 
large, bony hands and a longish face 
crowned with graying, kinky hair. To me, 
he could have been Teddy Wilson, Meade 
Lux Lewis, or even Art Tatum, and his 
music brought back to my mind all their 
phonograph records which I tried to copy 
on the piano but which we couldn’t take to 
the beach with us. 

When he finished, he got up and 
stretched and yawned, saying to some men 
playing cards at a table near the bar, “Deal 
me in.” 

“All full up,” one of them answered. No 
one looked at the Negro. 

He pulled out a cigaret and sat down to 
smoke it at a table by himself, unfurling a 
detective pulp magazine he had had tucked 
in his back pocket. His face was expression- 
less. 

I looked hungrily at the vacated piano 
but didn’t dare touch the keys, even though 
it was just a beat-up old upright with glass 
rings and cigaret burns all over it. I went 
out unnoticed and watched the dancing for 
a while. 

From then on The Pharaoh became the 
focus of my thoughts, but I didn’t get a 
chance to walk down there again until Sat- 
urday night. This time the place was 
crowded. There were even younger men 
with their girls, and my piano-player was in 
his glory, singing “Hey Daddy! I want a 
diamond ring, bracelets, everything,” and 
playing noisily to the crowd’s approval. He 
was the center of attraction, and people 
were singing happily and dancing all around 
the piano. When he finished, they clapped 
and cheered and he started again. I waited, 
hoping it would be something good, some- 
thing like he played the first time I saw 
him. But he rollicked into “Mairzy Doates” 
and I left, disappointed. 

I went next door to the pavilion, where 
the piano music could be heard in between 
the juke-box numbers. One was now crying 
something about Jim not bringing me pretty 
flowers, and I saw Judy Cohen with some 
other girls. I knew her from the beach; so 














PERFIDIA 


I went over to her and asked for a dance. 
I was learning to do the Lindy last spring 
at school and didn’t do too bad. The record 
changed: “Though the man’s dead, Shake- 
speare once said. .. .” But I wasn’t having 
a very good time; I couldn’t make small talk 
and Judy. After trying without success to 
draw me out by asking where I lived and 
what school I went to, she assumed a blank 
look in her eyes; so I went home and read 
a little before going to sleep. 

My father was with us Sunday; so I didn’t 
get off by myself until Monday. Only this 
time I went to The Pharaoh in the after- 
noon in hopes of catching my piano-player 
alone. He was there, all right, running 
through a stack of the latest hits to play 
nights, and he was alone except for the bar- 
keep. I think he recognized me, but he kept 
on playing. Feeling a little less odd, I sat 
down to listen. 

“What’s your name, boy?” he asked, 
stopping to light a cigaret. 

“Stan.” 

“Stan? Stan what?’ 

“Greenstein. Stanley Greenstein.” 

He crinkled his eyes and glanced over at 
the bar-keep, whose face didn’t respond. 

“T play the piano, too,” I offered, wonder- 
ing what was so funny. 

“Oh, you play the piano, too!” he ex- 
claimed, returning to his sheet music. 

Now the bar-keep was chuckling. “Maybe 
you don’t understand who you're talking to, 
Sonny. This here’s the famous Morton 
White, of Hollywood, New York, Chicago, 
and East Podunk!” 

White laughed harshly, coughing slightly 
on the smoke of his cigaret, as he attacked 
“Shrimpers and rice—they’re very nice. . . .” 
He played it almost spitefully, I thought, as 
if in answer to its cheapness and the bar- 
keep’s joke, and as if he was trying to prove 
something. He seemed to know the way it 
worked its cheap appeal and tried to make 
it more so, more vulgar, more white. No- 
body told me to go; so I sat and listened till 
he was ready to leave. He folded his detec- 
tive magazine and carried it under one arm 
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next to his side and ambled out, not saying 
anything. I trailed out after him. 

“T like your playing, Mr. White.” I lied 
just a little. What I meant was that I liked 
him and his blues of last Wednesday night. 

“That stuff is crap.” He knew I was talk- 
ing about today. 

“Not ‘See See Rider,’ though,” I coun- 
tered. 

“They don’t know the words to that 
around here,” he answered, becoming inter- 
ested. He looked smaller out in the sunlight, 
and his color was grayer than I had thought. 
We were walking back down the main 
street toward my end of the beach. 

“See what you have done. . . .” I hummed 
in reply. 

“You know blues, boy?” 

“Uh-huh. I like boogie, too, Mr. White.” 

“Name’s Morey. Yeah, I remember you 
did say you played the piano, too.” His 
inflection out here had none of the irony I 
noticed when he spoke before, in the saloon. 

-“T got lots of records—Pete Johnson, Al- 
bert Ammons, Billie Holliday, Joe Turner, 
Jimmy Rushing.” 

“I don’t keep dogs or women in my 
room,” chortled Morey. I could see he was 
enjoying our talk and I felt very good. 

“Morey, can you play ‘Honky Tonk 
Train’?” I asked. 

“Sure ’nough.” 

“Could you teach it to me?” 

“You have a piano?” 

“No. At The Pharaoh, I meant.” 

He stopped at the corner where his street 
turned off and looked closely at me. 

“You'll have to come when business is 
slack,” he said, after a few moments of 
thought. 

“A 

“Come around here tomorrow morning,” 
he pointed to his lodgings down the street, 
“and we'll go down there.” 

We parted and I noticed his street wasn’t 
far from mine. 

I could hardly wait for tomorrow. Next 
morning after ten I went over and found 
him sitting on his stoop reading a detective 
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pulp, one of that sexy kind with almost 
naked girls on the gaudy cover. 

“Hi, Morey!” 

“Hello, boy.” 

“Stanley. Remember?” 

“How're you, Stanley?” 

“Fine.” I think it was becoming clear to 
him that he had won a disciple in this 
musical, little white boy and rather liked 
the idea, for he grinned and said, 

“All aboard for the Honky Tonk Train?” 

“Let’s go!” I was ogling the cover of his 
magazine. 

“Come on now, Stan. This ain’t for you!” 
He rolled it up and smacked me playfully 
on the behind. Then we went down to the 
saloon. 

The bar-keep had just opened the place 
and was cleaning up when we got there. He 
raised his eyebrows when we came in, seeing 
we had become pals, but shrugged his shoul- 
ders and went back to work. 

“How’s it goin’, Jack?” offered Morey. 

“It’s me again,” I added. 

Jack just grunted. 

Morey sat down at the piano and lovingly 
introduced the brash call, in the opening 
chord-tremolo, of the “Honky Tonk Train” 
getting under way. Now, I had two record- 
ings of that piece back home—one by 
Meade Lux himself and the other by Bob 
Zurke with Bob Crosby’s outfit—and I felt 
that Morey’s version, as he played, was at 
least as good as Zurke’s, and, in spots, nicer 
than Lewis’. That train was carrying a cargo 
that went over its syncopated trestles, wail- 
ing its blues whistles, from me to him and 
then back again. This was colored music, 
and yet it was my music. Or rather I lost all 
sense of his being a black man, if I ever had 
it, and we were citizens of each other, mem- 
bers of the same people. 

When he finished, I didn’t say anything. 
He couldn’t help laughing at my awe-struck 
silence. 

“T couldn’t never do it like that!” I said. 

“Let’s look here,” he answered, and began 
expounding it to me. Although I knew the 
piece well, and even had tried to pick out 
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certain parts of it on the piano for myself, 
I never realized until then what made it go. 
He showed me its parts, its progressions and 
changes, its transitions, and how its tone 
was produced. I began to see how it all fell 
into place and what each section meant. 

“That’s enough lesson for today,” he said, 
getting up and lighting a cigaret. “I got 
some more sheet music to go through for 
tonight.” 

“Can I come back again, Morey?” 

“Sure thing, Stan. Next time, we'll listen 
to you play.” 

“Thanks! See you.” I didn’t press him to 
be more specific, and went home for lunch. 

When I got home, my mother asked me 
where I'd been. 

“For a walk.” 

“A walk? For two hours?” 

“IT went down to the other end of the 
beach.” 

“What for, I’d like to know?” She was 
preoccupied with preparing lunch. 

“There’s a place down there with this 
piano-player. . . .” 

“A place? What kind of place?” 

“Well, you know, where they serve beer.” 

“A saloon, you mean? Stanley, you'll be 
the end of me yet. Don’t you know I need 
you here to feed Bobby while I get lunch?” 

“I’m sorry, Ma! But I’ve got no other 
chance to play the piano.” 

“And who is this piano-player, I’d like to 
know?” 

“Morey White. He’s colored and plays 
the kind of music I like.” 

“A schvartze? Why can’t you mind your 
own business and stay around so I’ll know 
where you are?” She stopped stirring the 
tuna-fish salad to look at me. 

“Ma, how can you talk that way about 
the Negroes? They’re people, too. Like us.” 

“They are not like us. They’re dirty and 
lazy and sneaky. Don’t you remember how 
Violet, who was washing my windows a few 
weeks ago, stole the five dollars I had in my 
top dresser-drawer?” 

“You don’t know that she took it.” 

“Who else could have?” 
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“Maybe she did. But that doesn’t mean 
they’re all that way. Morey’s a fine musi- 
cian.” Bobby was kicking up a fuss in the 
back-yard. 

“Stanley, I don’t want to argue with you. 
Here, go get Bobby from his play-pen, and 
stop telling me your mother doesn’t know 
anything.” 

What can you do? I was no baby and 
resolved all the more strongly to see Morey 
again. I didn’t want him to think I was a 
pest, though; so I sat on my excitement ’til 
Thursday night. I headed up toward The 
Pharaoh nearly bursting—wanting so much 
to play, yet fearing Morey’s opinion of my 
playing. As it turned out, I could have 
saved myself the worry. There were only a 
few customers there when I arrived, and 
Morey was playing cards with them and 
Jack. He had a bottle of beer by his elbow 
and was enjoying the game. Apparently, I 
had picked a bad time, for he didn’t seem 
to notice me. I went over to the piano and 
waited a while, looking yearningly at the 
keys. Nobody paid any attention to me. 

“O.K. if I play a little?” I hazarded in a 
small voice. 

“What can you play?” asked one of the 
others. 

“Watch out, Morey, or you'll be losing 
your job!” laughed another. 

“IT play some blues. Morey’s teaching 
me?” 

“Blues?” snorted the first. “For Christ’s 
sake!” 

Morey looked up. Additional customers 
were beginning to come in, and it was time 
for him to begin earning his keep. But in- 
stead he called out in a mock-announcer’s 
voice, “Gather round, folks. Young Pete 
Johnson is about to play!” 

I didn’t get the edge of that remark until 
later; so I happily started to play. I tried the 
classic eight-to-the-bar blues, “Pine Top’s 
Boogie-Woogie.” I hadn’t played all sum- 
mer and my fingers were a little stiff; so I 
missed my lead-in after the introduction 
and had to start over. The second time I 
played a bit slower and it went better. I 


a 
even began to sing a little: “I want that gal 
with the red dress on to come over here. . . .” 
I was having the time of my life, and felt 
that the summer was redeeming itself at 
last, when I heard Morey laughing to beat 
the band. The others started to laugh, too. 
What’s so funny, I thought. And then I 
knew, when Morey came over to the piano 
and mocked my playing with stiff fingers, 
that they were laughing at me. This time 
the joke was not on him. I couldn’t speak, 
and ran out. He was playing “Perfidia” to 
an eager audience as I found the street. 

I didn’t feel like going home; so I went 
next door to the pavilion. It was closed 
Thursdays and was empty; its juke-box was 
shrouded with tarp. The lanterns were 
blank and their unlit colors were pale. I 
climbed into it and paced around this gigan- 
tic wrestling ring feeling very sorry for 
myself. What did he mean, laughing at me? 
Maybe Ma was right. I didn’t know, but I 
did know that I couldn’t go back to hear 
him play any more. He had killed it. Feeling 
lonely there in the deserted pavilion, I re- 
membered Judy Cohen, and I thought 
maybe I’d look her up and ask her to go 
dancing Saturday night. I felt bad enough 
to try anything. 

Judy was delighted, she said; and I called 
for her two nights later. As we walked up 
to the dancers in the sweet evening air, I 
asked her what school she went to. It was 
the same as mine! I suppose she had men- 
tioned this before but I hadn’t been inter- 
ested enough to remember. 

“Now I know. Didn’t I tell you? I’ve seen 
you playing the piano in the Auditorium 
after school!” 

“No kiddin’. I guess I’m not so hot yet. 
Do you like jazz?” 

“Oh, I like all kinds of music. I wish I 
could play.” 

“Maybe next fall you’d like to hear some 
of my records?” 

“T’d love to!” 

By this time we were within ear-shot of 
the juke-box on the pavilion. I didn’t feel so 
awkward, somehow, and Judy and I danced 
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quite sociably. I was beginning to think that 
this merry-go-round wasn’t so foolish, after 
all, even if the music was only good for 
dancing. 

Pretty soon we took a break and went 
over to the refreshment stand for a coke. It 
was right next to The Pharaoh and I heard 
the piano. With a start, I realized it was 
Morey. He was playing “See See Rider.” 
I could hear his loneliness, almost as if he 
was a stranger there in the bar. And then I 
knew what his joke on me was for. “See 
What You Have Done... .” It made me 
want to cry. He had had to mock the white 
boy’s playing, but he had to mock his own 
music to do it. He had had to make fun of 
his own music to get his revenge on the 
others for making him a stranger. And for 
that moment I was one of those others. 
Poor Morey! I thought. 
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Then, watching the dancers as I sipped 
my soda, at least I didn’t feel like a stranger 
here any more. I saw now that everyone else 
was scared, too; that each one was trying to 
get in somewhere by playing this one up or 
playing that one down. Maybe my mother 
had even lost that money herself, but was 
afraid to admit it. We are all in Egypt try- 
ing to look like we belonged; only some 
have a harder time of it than others. Oh, 
now could I welcome my brothers to the 
Pharaoh’s palace! 

“A penny for your thoughts?” It was 
Judy. 

“T’m sorry!” I apologized, coming out of 
it. “Shall we dance?” I bowed grandly. 

She laughed as I escorted her back to the 
pavilion. The summer hadn’t been wasted 
after all! 








. . . It is a characteristic of the sacred books of the Jews that in them 
the Jews are not portrayed as perfect. On the contrary, both as a people and 
as individuals they are shown to stand in especial need of the education in 
which they saw the essential preparation for religion. Hence the retention 
in the Hebrew Bible of many survivals of crude and undeveloped ideas. 
When Jacob deceived his blind father he showed himself (to all appearance) 
a sneak; when David measured out two-thirds of the Moabites and slaugh- 
tered them, he acted as a barbarian. The so-called imprecatory psalms might 
well have been produced by propagandist hymn-writers of our own day. 

Such were the accepted ways of the time. What is remarkable is that, as 
against all this, we are offered specific teaching on a different and higher 
level, and that this higher level is noted and registered as such. If we have 
got beyond many Biblical positions it is at the instance of the Bible itself. 
For example, Abraham is depicted as teaching a higher morality to God: the 
innocent should not be punished with the guilty. Again, it is the Bible itself 
which condemns David as a man of blood; and it is significant that it quietly 
ascribes to him a psalm of repentance which has become a classic of religion. 
Nor is it to the point that, in his last charge to his son Solomon, David seems 
to have reverted to his earlier courses. For the tradition he remains the accred- 
ited author of a different outlook on life altogether: “Create in me a clean 
heart, O God, and renew a right spirit within me. The sacrifices of God are 
a broken spirit: a broken and a contrite heart, O God, thou wilt not despise.” 


Leon Roth, Jewish Thought as a Factor in Civilization 





























from SAGES, CHRONICLERS, 
and SCRIBES 


MOSES MENDELSSOHN ON WONDERS AND SIGNS* 


ONDERS AND EXTRAORDINARY SIGNS 
are, in accordance with Judaism, 
no proof for or against eternal 


truths recognizable by reason. We are, 
therefore, ordered in Scripture itself not to 
listen to a prophet if he should teach or 
advise things which are contrary to estab- 
lished truths, though he were to fortify his 
mission by miracles; nay, to condemn to 
death the performer of the miracle if he 
endeavors to mislead us to idolatry. Won- 
ders can only verify testimonies, support 
authority, and strengthen the credibility of 
witnesses and messengers; but all evidences 
and authorities are not able to overthrow 
any settled truth demonstrable by reason 
or to place the doubtful idea beyond the 
reach of doubt and uncertainty. 

Although now this divine book, which 
we have received through Moses, should, 
properly speaking, be a book of laws and 
contain ordinances, rules of life, and pre- 
scriptions, it does, nevertheless, include like- 
wise, as is well known, an inexhaustible 
treasure of truths which are founded on 
reason, and of religious doctrines which are 
so intimately connected with the law that 
they constitute with it but one and the same 
religion. All laws refer to, or are based upon, 
the just named everlasting truths, or remind 
us of and awaken reflections concerning the 
same; so that our Rabbins say, justly, that 
“Jaws and doctrines are related to each other 
as body and soul.” I shall have to say more 
on this subject in the progress of this book, 
and I must be satisfied to advance it here 
merely as a matter of fact, of which every 
one can convince himself who takes up the 


* This excerpt is taken from Jerusalem—A Trea- 
tise of Religious Power and Judaism, written by the 
eminent German-Jewish philosopher, Moses Men- 
delssohn. It was published in Berlin in 1783. The 
book was translated from the original German into 
English by Rabbi Isaac Leeser; the English version 
was published at Philadelphia in 1852. 
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law of Moses for this purpose, even if it be 
in any one of the various translations extant. 
The experience of many centuries likewise 
teaches us that this divine law-book has be- 
come the source of knowledge to a large 
portion of the human family, out of which 
they draw new ideas or rectify the old ones. 
The more you search into this law-book, the 
greater will be your astonishment at the 
depth of the various branches of knowledge 
which lie concealed therein. To be sure, the 
truth presents itself therein in the simplest 
dress, and, so to say, without any pretension, 
on the very first view. But the closer you 
approach her (Truth), the purer, the more 
innocent, the fonder, and the more ardent 
the look is with which you gaze upon her: 
the more will she unfold before you her 
divine beauty, which she envelops, so to 
say, with a light gossamer veil, in order not 
to be profaned by vulgar, unholy eyes. But 
all these excellent doctrines are offered to 
our power of understanding, laid before our 
reflection, without being forced upon our 
belief. Among all the prescriptions and or- 
dinances of the Mosaic law, not one is in 
the words, “Thou shalt believe, or not be- 
lieve,” but all say, “Thou shalt do, or not 
do.” No injunction is laid upon the belief, 
for it can receive no other commandments 
than those that come to it in the way of 
conviction. All the commandments of the 
divine law are directed to the will, to the 
acting power of men. Nay, the very word 
in the original language, which is commonly 
rendered with belief, signifies in the greater 
number of passages, properly speaking, con- 
fidence, trust, firm reliance upon assurances 
and promises. “Abraham trusted in the 
Lord, and it was accounted to him as right- 
eousness.” (Gen. xv. 6.) The Israelites saw, 
“and had confidence in the Lord and in his 
servant Moses.” (Ex. xiv. 31.) Where eter- 
nal truths based on reason are spoken of, it 
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says not believing, but knowing, acknowl- 
edging: “That thou mayest know that the 
Lord is the true God, and there is none 
beside him.” (Deut. iv. 39.) “Know, there- 
fore, and reflect in thy heart, that the Lord 
is God alone; in the heavens above and 
upon the earth beneath there is none else.” 
(Ibid.) “Hear, O Israel, the Lord our God 
is the only everlasting Being!” (Ibid., vi. 4.) 
But nowhere is it said, “Believe Israel, and 
thou shalt be blessed; doubt not, Israel, or 
this and that punishment will pursue thee!” 
Command and prohibition, reward and 
punishment, are only suited for acts, for 
doing and omitting which things are under 
a man’s control, and can be influenced by 
ideas of good and evil, and therefore by 
hope and fear likewise. Belief and doubt, 
assent and dissent, however, are not gov- 
erned by our capacity of expecting to pos- 
sess certain things—not according to our 
wish and desire, not by fear and hope, but 
by our own perception of truth and untruth. 

Ancient Judaism, therefore, has no sym- 
bolic books, no articles of faith. No one was 
permitted to swear to symbols; no one was 
called upon to take an oath that he believed 
certain articles of faith; nay, we have no 
conception of what are called test-oaths, and 
must consider them as inadmissible accord- 
ing to the spirit of pure Judaism. Maimoni- 
des was the first to conceive the idea to 
condense the religion of his fathers into a 
certain number of principles in order that, 
as he gives us to understand, religion, like 
all other sciences, might have its funda- 
mental ideas from which all the others are 
deduced. From this merely accidental 
thought have originated the Thirteen Arti- 
cles of the Jewish catechism, to which we 
owe the hymn Yigdal and some good writ- 
ings by Chisdai, Albo, and Abarbanell. 
These, however, are, at the same time, all 
the consequences which they have produced 
hitherto. They have not yet, thank God! 
been forged into fetters in matters of belief. 
Chisdai contends against Maimonides’ arti- 
cles, and proposes some alterations; Albo 
limits their number, and will admit but 
three fundamental principles, which agree 
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pretty nearly with those which Herbert, of 
Cherbury, at a later period, proposed as the 
basis of a catechism; and there are still 
others, especially Loria and his disciples, 
the modern Cabbalists, who will not ac- 
knowledge any fixed number whatever of 
fundamental doctrines, and say: “In our 
law everything is fundamental.” Neverthe- 
less, this controversy was conducted, as all 
controversies of this kind should be, with 
earnestness and zeal, but without animosity 
and bitterness; and although the thirteen 
articles of Maimonides have been received 
by the greater part of the nation, yet, I 
know of no one who has declared Albo a 
heretic because he endeavored to reduce 
their number and to establish in their place 
propositions much more universal in their 
nature and founded on simple reason. In 
this we have not as yet lost sight of the 
important judgment of our wise men: “Al- 
though this one permits and the other pro- 
hibits, still both teach the words of the 
living God.” 

Again, we will admit that most all hu- 
man knowledge admits of being confined 
to a few fundamental ideas which may be 
taken as the basis. The fewer these are, the 
firmer will the superstructure stand. But 
laws can admit of no abridgment. In them 
everything is fundamental, and in this re- 
spect we can say with reason: “That to us 
all words of Scripture, all the positive and 
negative precepts of God, are fundamental.” 
If you wish now to have the quintessence 
therefrom, then listen to what one of the 
very greatest teachers of our nation, Hillel, 
the elder, who lived before the destruction 
of the second temple, considered as such. 
A heathen said to him one day: “Rabbi, 
teach me the whole law whilst I stand on 
one foot!” Shamai, to whom he had ad- 
dressed previously the same intimation, had 
ordered him away with contempt; but Hil- 
lel, famed for his unconquerable calmness 
and mildness of temper, spoke to him: “My 
son, love thy neighbor like thyself; this is 
the text of the law; all the rest is but com- 
mentary. Now go and learn it!” 
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Shai: The Exploits of Hagana Intelli- 
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Memoirs of an Assassin: Confessions 
of a Stern Gang Killer, by Avner (pseud.). 
Thomas Yoseloff. 200 pp. $3.95. 


These books deal with a common prob- 
lem, but the approaches to it are quite dif- 
ferent. Both deal, in the main, with the 
critical period in Palestinian Jewish history 
which began with the unfriendly declara- 
tions of the British Labor government and 
ended with the withdrawal of the manda- 
tory power. Both revolve largely about 
Jewish resistance to British policy and the 
deeds and actions this required. But here, 
essentially, the similarities cease. For it is in 
the fundamental attitudes toward Jewish 
rights and aspirations to statehood, as well 
as the violence necessitated by it, that the 
books differ and differ sharply. 

Efraim Dekel, former chief of SHAT, the 
Hagana Intelligence Division, relates a series 
of episodes in which he was involved. In- 
evitably the book contains its share of cloak- 
and-dagger tales which make for interesting 
reading but do not constitute the core of 
the book. Its real interest lies rather in the 
psychological premises of SHAI’s work, 
predicated largely upon the cohesive, patri- 
otic, defensive spirit of Palestinian Jewry. 
This spirit, Dekel suggests, was made pos- 
sible by the narrow escape from the Nazi 
holocaust which had hardened Jewries every- 
where and given them something of an 
aggressive, devil-may-care determination. It 
was also the result of sheer necessity and 
the knowledge of being surrounded by hos- 
tile British police and equally unfriendly 
Arab snipers. SHAI completely shunned the 
assistance of paid intelligence men and 
relied entirely on voluntary information, 


provided largely by Jewish police and gov- 
ernment workers with access to British files 
and knowledge of British intentions. Again 
and again, data supplied—and often rushed 
—to Hagana prevented arrest of a Jewish 
leader or confiscation of illegal arms. At 
other times, it enabled Hagana to forestall 
a British military move or to change its 
plans for illegal immigration. Dekel under- 
scores the fact that violence had to be em- 
ployed to secure a right, to express a protest, 
to issue a warning. But at no time was it 


used irresponsibly, and bloodshed was to be 


specifically avoided when possible. At best, 
Dekel and his men regarded violence as an 
evil, temporarily justified by the situation 
as a weapon of defense. It was a concomi- 
tant of an unofficial war, engaged in by a 
people which had learned that it could only 
rely upon its own resources. 

Avner’s account of his membership in 
Lehi—better known as the Stern Gang—is 
a less pretty story. It is basically a tale of 
the absurd, of the emptiness and hollowness 
of twentieth century existence. Avner, who 
immigrated to Israel in his late teens as the 
result of an anti-Semitic incident in Bel- 
gium, who spent years in a Kibbutz only to 
become bored with milking goats, suddenly 
found himself embroiled in the affairs of 
Lehi. Educated though he was, he devel- 
oped a gunman’s instinct for killing. He 
could blow up the residence of a British 
officer without much remorse and without 
many ideals or political convictions. He 
could calmly plot for the assassination of 
Emest Bevin and keep doing so despite or- 
ders to the contrary after the assassination 
of Count Bernadotte made further killing 
politically inexpedient. Avner’s account of 
the planting of a bomb under the front 
bench in the House of Commons—a bomb 
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which remained there for several weeks— 
makes for suspenseful, if disturbing, read- 
ing. All of this had become violence for the 
sake of violence; and when Avner’s chief 
announced to him in 1948 that henceforth 
the battle would be waged on the political 
plane, Avner was cruelly disappointed. In a 
sense, he had been deeply committed with- 
out being committed at all. 

Avner’s book is more personalized and 
thus offers more exciting, though brutal, 
reading. Dekel’s coldly historical and fac- 
tual account offers instead more positive 
elements of sacrifice, love, patriotism, and 
ingenuity. One would prefer to think that 
the establishment of Israel owed more to 
the work of Dekel than to Avner’s although 
the historian of the future is likely to regard 
the Stern Gang’s terror as a necessary ap- 
pendix. Avner tells too much about his col- 
leagues in Lehi for the reader to determine 
just how representative Avner was of the 
movement. This reviewer, for one, prefers 
to think that there were more meaningful 
dedication and more responsible motivation 
than Avner’s account suggests. 

LoTHaR KAHN 





The Sleepwalkers, by Arthur Koestler. 
Macmillan, 624 pp. $6.50. 


Koestler is one of the great writers of his 
generation. His books have the energy and 
clarity of a mountain stream. In him a mas- 
terful style and strong feeling combine, so 
that communication has both ease and im- 
pact. This general truth finds particular 
illustration in The Sleepwalkers no less 
than in the recent “Reflections on Hang- 
ing” or the early classic “Darkness at Noon.” 

The Sleepwalkers is subtitled “A History 
of Man’s Changing Vision of the Universe.” 
A cataloguer might classify it under “Astron- 
omy, History of.” To a great extent, it is a 
critical biography of three major figures in 
the history of science: Copernicus (1473- 
1543), Kepler (1571-1630), and Galileo 
(1564-1642). But more than a hundred 
pages are devoted to cosmology before Co- 
pernicus, and the purpose of the whole is 
to convince the reader of “the unitary source 
of the mystical and scientific modes of 
experience, and the disastrous results of 
their separation.” 

Koestler is too good a rhetorician to try 
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to persuade readers to accept his thesis with- 
out providing them with some solid factual 
evidence. So he has informed himself—and 
his readers—in great detail about the history 
of cosmology, from the earliest Greek spec- 
ulators to the dawning of the modern era 
with Isaac Newton’s Principia (1687). He 
has worked his way back into the minds of 
the pioneers, and has followed their tortu- 
ous and staggering steps as they advanced 
from now discarded universal dogmas to 
what every schoolboy knows about the solar 
system. 

This history of science, wrung out of al- 
most unreadable texts with prodigious labor 
and given to us on the platter of a wonder- 
fully lucid style, is in itself ample reason 
and reward for digesting The Sleepwalkers. 
It adds a cubit to one’s intellectual stature 
to follow Koestler’s detailed account of the 
ups and downs, the stagnations and muta- 
tions, the inhibitions and the breakthroughs, 
in centuries of speculation about and study 
of the universe. Nor is this educational ex- 
perience at all distasteful. On the contrary, 
it is as pleasantly exciting as it is informative. 

A major device is used of ample biogra- 
phy, beautifully dovetailed into and subor- 
dinated to the principal historical purpose. 
Copernicus, Kepler, and Galileo are all life- 
like here, as well as numerous others (such 
as Tycho de Brahe) who figured in their 
careers. Of these three, Kepler is clearly 
Koestler’s favorite. Copernicus and Galileo 
appear undeserving, in terms of character, 
of their conspicuous places in history. It is 
Kepler who has won Koestler’s heart, and 
who (Koestler sees to it) wins ours. “The 
Sleepwalkers” justifies its existence as a win- 
some biography of Johannes Kepler, if it 
were nothing more. 

Of course, it is much more. Primarily, it 
is an argument for a serious and funda- 
mental shift in the philosophical outlook 
of contemporary man. By demonstrating 
how far the history of astronomy is from 
any straight-line progression, Koestler hopes 
to open minds to the idea that human per- 
sonality counts, that individual men, so far 
from being helpless pawns in the hands of 
a robot, make history what it is. And by 
showing how at odds with truth science has 
been, he suggests that we are fools if we 
worship contemporary science, and reject as 
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unworthy of attention whatever is anoma- 
lous to an already superseded materialistic 
description of reality. 

“The worshipers of the new Baal, lording 
it over the moral vacuum with his electronic 
brain”—these final words of this long book 
express Koestler’s judgment on the sopho- 
moric devotees of scientism who are hurry- 
ing mankind toward self-destruction. “The 
power curve shoots upward like a cobra 
stabbing at the sky; the spiritual curve goes 
into a steep decline.” The Sleepwalkers is 
a brilliant and heroic attempt to bruise the 
head of the cobra of amoral scientism, to 
nudge the spiritual curve upward by per- 
suading proud modern man to permit 
science and mysticism to meet and mingle 
in him as they did in Johannes Kepler, in 
the days when intellectual men as a matter 
of course still believed in purpose and moral 
responsibility. 

ALFRED C. AMES 





The Responsa of Rabbenu Gershom 
Meor Hagolah, edited in Hebrew by 
Shlomo Eidelberg. Yeshiva University. 
195 pp. $3.75. 


A new historical work of primary impor- 
tance has recently appeared. In his Teshuvot 
Ragmah (The Responsa of Rabbenu Ger- 
shom Light of the Exile), Dr. Shlomo 
Eidelberg has collected all the known work 
of the central figure of early Medieval Euro- 
pean Jewry plus some material hitherto un- 
published. The editor appends a concise 
biography of the sage and an illuminating 
evaluation of his scholarly and communal 
work. There are in addition useful indices 
and notes. The net result of Dr. Eidelberg’s 
fruitful labor is a little volume which has 
already become an indispensable tool for 
the student and Hebrew-reading layman 
alike. 

The dates of Rabbenu Gershom’s birth 
and death are still not definite, but on the 
basis of internal evidence scholars have 
pretty well agreed that he was born in Lor- 
raine in 960; according to a reliable manu- 
script he died in 1028, probably in Mainz. 
The reputation of Gershom was well estab- 
lished during his lifetime. Considered the 
finest scholar of his time, Gershom attracted 
many students to his Academy. Since some 
of the most important legal questions of 
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the period were submitted to this sage, his 
responsa are significant not only in their 
own right but also for the light they throw 
on West European Jewish life of the early 
Middle Ages. The responsa enable us to get 
a glimpse of well-organized Jewish com- 
munities whose members engaged freely in 
trade and commerce with their Gentile 
neighbors; Jews owned and cultivated land 
as well. In other words, the restrictive eco- 
nomic life which came later in the wake of 
the Crusades and the calamitous Black 
Death had not yet fallen upon European 
Jewry. 
Rabbenu Gershom’s name is most prom- 
inently linked with the ban on polygamy. 
In reality, he was the author of other far- 
teaching ordinances or reforms (takanot), 
among them that of not forcing a divorce 
upon a wife. So great was the Rabbi’s repu- 
tation that many reforms subsequent to his 
death were attributed to him in order to 
invest them with the authority of his name. 
(The same process was in vogue in Biblical 
and post-Biblical times. Ascribing writings 
to such worthies as David or Solomon 
would help one to get them into the canon 
and would assure them a hearing.) Ger- 
shom also labored to establish texts of the 
Bible and the Talmud. He copied a maso- 
retic text which he considered correct, and 
he was instrumental in establishing a unified 
version of the Talmud. In his legal decisions 
Gershom consistently shows leniency; the 
takanot are permeated with compassion. 
The same compassion marks his penitential 
prayers (the selichot) which are still recited 
in the synagogue during the ten days of 
repentance between Rosh Hashana and 
Yom Kippur. These prayers are deeply mov- 
ing descriptions of the suffering of his peo- 
ple in Germany and Northern France. 

The corpus of Gershom’s work is small. 
There can be little doubt, however, that it 
was much larger than the extant writings, 
since we know that much Jewish creativity 
was lost during the turmoil of the Crusades. 
Be that as it may, Dr. Eidelberg’s summa- 
tion holds: “The works of Rabbenu Ger- 
shom ... may be regarded as a turning 
point in the development of the religious 
and social aspect of Jewish life in- Central 
and Western Europe. It was Rabbenu Ger- 
shom and his disciples who imprinted the 
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stamp of their spirit on that life, laid its 
foundations, and gave it its impetus. Their 
influence upon Jewish life has continued 
until the present.” 

Rabbenu Gershom lived and wrought in 
a crucial period of Jewish history about 
which we unfortunately know little. Yet 
“we drink from the waters of the sages of 
this age”; it was they who laid the founda- 
tions of study in the Western countries 
after the light of the Academies of Israel 
and Babylonia had been dimmed. We are 
in need of scholarly exploration of this 
period. It is to be hoped that Dr. Eidelberg’s 
excellent study of the greatest figure of that 
age will stimulate further research in this 
period. 

Last year the Hebrew Academy of Amer- 
ica bestowed its first Moshe B. Newman 
Prize for scholarly achievement upon Dr. 
Eidelberg for his book. Readers of the vol- 
ume will certainly agree with the verdict of 
the Academy. 

Maurice M. Suuporsky 





The Manchurian Candidate, by Rich- 
ard Condon. McGraw-Hill. 311 pp. $4.50. 


Richard Condon is neither a registered 
pundit nor a philosopher. I believe that his 
profession is magazine writing and public 
relations, and yet he has written one of the 
most biting books of the last decade, prov- 
ing that the so-called recognized experts on 
national and international affairs may not 
be the right ones to interpret for us what 
has happened and what is happening. 

The Manchurian Candidate is a power- 
fully-written book about brain-washing, and 
to my mind it is one of the best books pub- 
lished last year against the literary seiche of 
Advise and Consent, Harry Golden’s duo, 
and the other debris of escapism. 

Condon’s book tells the story of an Amer- 
ican war “hero” from Korea, created by a 
diabolical Chinese Communist psychologist. 
He is sent home as a Congressional medal 
of honor winner, but is in reality a Com- 
munist assassin. His foster father is a United 
States senator with a career almost exactly 
like that of a certain late junior senator 
from Wisconsin, and his mother is a bitch- 
goddess right out of Suetonius and Robert 
Graves, also vaguely familiar to American 
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The control mechanism that charges the 
assassin’s battery is a deck of ordinary play- 
ing cards. After a game of solitaire he will 
kill anybody on order of Red agents, and 
immediately forget all about it. Things 
finally get to the point where the Senator 
is a candidate for president of the United 
States. The dénouement is a small riot, and 
the whole story has a mocking quality which 
is real and sinister. 

To me the book has the quality of On 
the Beach because although it is a savage 
satire, which Nevil Shute’s book is not, it 
leaves the thinking reader wondering what 
he can do to stop the easy manipulation of 
the public mind which leads so certainly to 
disaster. 

If you prefer to confine your messages to 
Western Union and your excitement to 
westerns on T'V, you will still enjoy The 
Manchurian Candidate. It is hilariously 
funny, the style is deliciously crisp, and the 
satire is merciless. 

It is a mystery to me that this book was 
overlooked by the newspapers and most 
critics. When I went to get it, neither the 
library nor the book store had heard of it. 

Leo A. LERNER 





Freud: The Mind of the Moralist, by 
aan Rieff. The Viking Press. 397 pp. 
.00. 


Philip Rieff, once a compelling figure in 
our own community and in these pages, and 
now on the faculty of the University of 
California, has written the most significant 
study of Freud’s meaning for the social and 
moral issues of our generation known to the 
reviewer. Wise and witty, incisive and me- 
ticulous, Dr. Rieff has laid to rest many old 
clichés and brilliantly stated the Freudian 
question to modern man. 

For Freud, the body is a symptom of the 
spirit, but also, as Rieff puts it, “the mind 
is a sheath for the body.” Life, then, is an 
elaboration of tension which cannot be re- 
solved. The self is a battle-ground between 
“unregenerate instincts and overbearing cul- 
ture.” The mature, or in Freud’s far more 
honest word, “genital” person is an ideal, 
ever clouded by the “dark vision of the 
embattled self.” Life is really a permanent 
convalescence. 

Freud had no illusions about the diffi- 
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culty of “cure.” He told the physician not 
to be “a fanatic about health.” He knew 
that “psychological changes come only very 
slowly; if they occur quickly and suddenly 
it is a bad sign.” Psychoanalysis, therefore, 
is training not miracle, education not cure. 
Through the interpretation of psychic texts, 
human life begins to look like a great drama 
with its reversals, confession, and creativity. 
Analysis is like high comedy which discloses 
the noble lineage of the ridiculous patient. 
Insight is erotic intellection, “not to deny 
the emotions but knowingly to enact their 
demands.” 

Freud is the great prophet of the past. 
Rieff sees his question as “am I my father’s 
son?” rather than “am I my _ brother's 
keeper?”; but the two questions are surely 
the same. While for Marx the present is 
pregnant with the future, for Freud the 
future carries the burden of the past. Thus 
the Jewish messianism of one heretic is bal- 
anced by the Jewish sense of corporal re- 
sponsibility of the other. Accepting the 
burden of the past is not quietism: 

To be a prophet is to assert that there is no way 
out of tradition, not to try systematically to circum- 
vent it. Freud’s way was to outwit tradition for the 
sake of a type unknown to history—the psychologi- 
cal man emancipated by rational analysis from com- 
mitments to the prototypal past. 

Why did Freud remain a Jew? Surely he 
“retained more loyalty to his Jewishness 
than his doctrine permits.” Surely he was 
driven by neither his personal upbringing 
nor the systematic concerns of psychoanaly- 
sis to return over and over again to the 
problem of religion. For Freud, this “shared 
neurosis” represented one of the last hopes 
of pre-psychological man to assuage the 
guilt implicit in civilization. Neurosis Freud 
defined as merely “private religion,” the 
crumbling of commitment. But now indi- 
viduals can no longer “by accepting the 
universal neurosis be spared the task of 
forming a personal neurosis.” Alas, religion 
is merely a childish failure, for “is not the 
destiny of childishness to be overcome?” 

But is religion only submissive, conform- 
ist, Catholic? Is God only our projection of 
Him? In our own time the scientists and 
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the professors have been more willing to 
conform to the will of the leader-father than 
have men of faith. Judaism, at least, is a 
“father-faith” which demands more than it 
offers in return. Judaism is not only conso- 
lation but challenge, not only resignation 
but mitsvo, prophecy and dialogue. If, as 
Rieff puts it, “neurosis is the penalty for 
ambition unprepared for sacrifice,” then 
faith has not yet exhausted its resources. 
He correctly hopes that “religion, with its 
symbols of remembrance, may be that very 
submission to the past that will preserve in 
us some capacity for a radical criticism of 
the present.” 

In that root task, Freud’s unenthusiastic 
honesty, his constructive blasphemy, his 
“cheerless intuitions into the duality of all 
human feeling, thought, and action” remain 
an indispensable guide. And I make bold to 
predict that Philip Rieff will be one of his 
most useful and creative continuators. 


ARNOLD JAcos WoLF 
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The Incredible Krupps, by Norbert Muh- 


len. Henry Holt and Company. 308 pp. 
$5.00. 


One day in 1587 a penniless refugee 
named Amdt Krupp walked into Essen, 
then a dreary provincial town of 5,000 peo- 
ple. After a short time he opened a general 
merchandise shop, where he sold liquor, 
spices, iron, and cattle. On the side he spec- 
ulated in real estate, which made him a 
well-to-do man a few years later. From these 
comparatively modest beginnings sprang the 
fabulous fortune of the Krupp family. 

Strangely, it was a young widow of the 
fifth-generation Krupp who was the first to 
branch out from general merchandising into 
manufacturing by buying a bankrupt iron 
foundry. She called it the “Forge of Good- 
hope,” but in her most extravagant hopes 
she could not have expected that by this 
acquisition she had started an enterprise 
which was to play an important part in the 
world’s history. 

The Krupps’ road to the summit had 
many turns, twists, and pitfalls. More than 
once wealth changed to poverty, opulence 
to bankruptcy. The one thing that never 
changed was the family’s principle that only 
one man should own all plants, mines, and 
other properties which, by and by, were 
added to the nucleus. When armaments 
became the mainstay of their business, and 
Krupp’s new steel guns dominated the field, 
they were sold indiscriminately to friend 
and foe. It always was Krupps first; every- 
thing else, second and third. Two years be- 
fore the outbreak of the Franco-Prussian 
War, Krupp offered these guns to Napoleon 
III, although hostilities between the two 
countries were imminent. Forty odd years 
afterward an offshoot of that gun, the “Big 
Bertha,” named after the wife of the reign- 
ing member of the family, left its imprint 
on the course of the First World War. 

By this time the wealth of the Krupps 
had reached enormous proportions. Their 
residence, euphoniously called “Villa,” 
boasted 220 rooms, and had an annex with 
65 more. But shame came to the family 
when its head was found to have engaged 
in immoral practices. He died by his own 
hand—at least so it was rumored. 

At the end of World War I the Allies 
ordered 9,000 machines and 800,000 of 
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Krupp’s tools to be destroyed. This seemed 
to spell the end of the firm, but somehow 
it survived and soon regained its footing by 
turning out locomotives, freight cars, and 
an astounding variety of peace items, such as 
movie projectors, textile machines, cash 
registers, and motor scooters. By 1928 the 
labor force again had grown to 80,000. 
When the Nazis took over, the Krupp works 
went into mass production of tanks, artil- 
lery, and other war implements. Slaves took 
the place of the workers who were serving 
in the army, and by the thousands they 
died through over-work and semi-starvation. 
Of 450 Jewish women from Hungary that 
the SS had imported and delivered to 
Krupp, only two survived. Whether the firm 
welcomed slave labor or was forced to use 
it, is not clear; but the author states his own 
opinion very plainly. If the firm was raped 
by the Fuehrer, he declares, it resembled a 
rape victim who encourages the rapist “to 
proceed a bit more quickly and violently, 
please!” 

Came the end of World War II, and with 
it disaster for Germany and the Krupps. 
The then owner died before he could be 
tried as a war criminal. Thereupon Ameri- 
can troops arrested his son Alfried, who had 
been only the nominal head of the estab- 
lishment for two years, and he was tried 
instead. The trial, which lasted eleven 
months, was a farce, and did no honor to 
American jurisprudence, as is now generally 
admitted. He was sentenced to twelve years 
in prison and forfeiture of all his property, 
most of which had been destroyed by bomb- 
ings and subsequent dismantling. It looked 
as if the last act had been played in the 
drama of what had been an empire within 
an empire. 

The incredible Krupps, however, were 
far from being defeated. Alfried was released 
after six years, and found that in the mean- 
time the industrial giant of Essen had begun 
to stir under the management of old and 
trusted employees. The curse of physical 
destruction turned out to be a blessing. The 
Krupps, forced to buy new machinery, 
steam-rollered over their competitors, whose 
tools had become obsolescent. 

Today Krupp makes no more armaments. 
Instead, it offers complete installation for 
steel production, power plants, housing 
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projects and, transportation systems. The 
firm has built bridges in Portugal, dredging 
installations in Australia, processing plants 
in Bolivia, and what-nots in South Africa 
and Thailand. Alfried Krupp today ranks 
among the six richest men in the world. 
This, in short, is the saga of the indestruct- 
ible Krupps, who sometimes were down, 
but never out. Of course, Muhlen’s book 
comprises a much wider range than can be 
discussed or even hinted at in a review, and 
each chapter vies with the next in interest. 
The trial of the present head of the house 
alone reveals many things which have been 
no more than touched on by the American 
press; and the domestic difficulties which 
the men of the family encountered through- 
out give the story a semi-ironic overtone. 
All in all, the book makes excellent read- 
ing and deserves to be placed in the hands 
of all who like to wander on the by-paths 
of history and enjoy literary surprises. 
Orro EIsENSCHIML 





Onions and Cucumbers and Plums: 
Forty-six Yiddish Poems in English, by 
Sarah Z. Betsky. Wayne State University 
Press. 259 pp. $5.00. 


Some months ago I entered the waiting- 
room at Princeton Junction Station. There 
was a man in his sixties there looking rather 
forlorn. He had a beard. He approached me, 
and for all the world as if the only language 
spoken in it was the one he used, he ad- 
dressed me in Yiddish, inquiring how he 
could get to a not-too-remote but rather 
awkward-to-reach town. When I replied to 
him in the same language he continued to 
behave as if this were the perfectly natural 
thing to do. Indeed, he would have been 
surprised had anyone replied in any other 
language. Alas, that language appears to be 
doomed to extinction. It virtually lies buried 
with the six to seven million Jews by Hitler 
and his Germans and by his concentration- 
camp commandants— those millions who 
loved animals and were good fathers. The 
tragedy of the loss of the culture of which 
Yiddish was the vehicle is beyond calcula- 
tion. It is a catastrophe for the world. What 
has been lost is perhaps nowhere better con- 
veyed than in Abraham Heschel’s The Earth 
Is the Lord’s (New York, Abelard-Schu- 
man). The loss is further underscored in the 
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present volume of 20th century Yiddish 
poetry, selected by Dr. Betsky. 

A brief introduction to Yiddish and Yid- 
dish poetry is provided by the editor, to- 
gether with biographical accounts of the 
contributors. The poems are printed in Yid- 
dish, transliterated, and translated by Dr. 
Betsky. Her translations are faithful to both 
the spirit, the words, and the intentions of 
the poets. Since Dr. Betsky is thoroughly at 
home in both languages, as well as in both 
cultures, her rendering of the poems com- 
mits no treason against them. Her choice of 
poems is really admirable. All of them are 
thoroughly interesting, and many of them 
are of great beauty. 

A barefoot vagabond on a stone in evening gold 

Casts from himself the world’s dust. 

Out of the woods 

Flits a bird in flight, 

And snatches the last fragment of sun. 

That is the first stanza of a poem by 
Abraham Sutskever. 

My fatherlands, 

Who can count mention of all of you, 
Except trembling feet that feel 
Distances lying eternally in wait? 

This is the opening stanza of the final 
poem in the book by Kadie Molodowsky; 
and in between there lie great beauties, 
touching, tragic, sad, and elevating. It is 
an Odyssey of the spirit that is enshrined in 
this volume of forty-six Yiddish poems. It 
is in every way a beautiful book, and the 
editor and translator, Dr. Betsky, deserves 
our profound thanks for making it available. 

Asuitey Monrtacu 





Inside the Democratic Party, by Jack 
Redding. With a Foreword by J. Howard 
McGrath. The Bobbs-Merrill Company, 
Inc. 319 pp. $4.50. 


This book is notable for its fresh and un- 
inhibited account of the Presidential elec- 
tion of 1948. It is largely the inside story of 
that epochal contest by the publicity man 
of the winning side, with only passing ref- 
erences to other political packages of the 
times. 

Certain American Presidential elections 
will be remembered as long as men cate at 
all about “the great game of politics” or the 
larger issues of which politics are simply the 
outer symbols. The Hayes-Tilden contest 
of 1876 and the Wilson-Hughes finish of 
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1916 are memorable because of the closeness 
of the tallies and the implications of what 
might have been. The Roosevelt landslide 
of 1936 will not be forgotten; for it was the 
high tide of the New Deal which remade 
American life. The 1948 struggle between 
Truman and Dewey is immortal, but not 
because the course of history was materially 
affected by it. All it did, in a sense, was to 
postpone for four years the inevitable return 
of the Republicans to power. It marked the 
greatest personal triumph of a President 
who will be remembered as a modern An- 
drew Jackson, a folk figure of durable di- 
mensions. 

As this book shows, all through the year 
1948 Truman was looked upon as a political 
pygmy, an object alternatively of pity and 
contempt. It was regarded as a certainty, by 
friend and foe alike, that he would be de- 
feated by Dewey—and good riddance, too 
—not that anybody really loved the waxed 
and mechanical Tom, but that they were 
self-conscious about a Harry in the White 
House who was as unmechanical and un- 
predictable as all true human beings should 
be. Truman, as this book shows almost pain- 
fully, had to contend with a confident, 
affluent, professionally competent Republi- 
can Party, a Third Party on the left, a 
Fourth Party on the right, and divided, con- 
fused, poverty-stricken, unenthusiastic, if 
not hopeless, elements in his own ranks. 
The pollsters, the commentators, the pun- 
dits and wise-guys everywhere sang gleefully 
of his impending defeat. Truman was al- 
most alone in his belief that if he showed 
himself to the American people, talked to 
them in their own simple speech, they 
would not repudiate him. McGrath, as 
Democratic national chairman, shared this 
hope at times, as Colonel Redding is fair 
enough to point out. 

“Believe it or not”—for it is still incred- 
ible—Truman won. And suddenly almost 
everyone realized that he was wasting pity 
on, and was wrong to have contempt for, 
Harry S. Truman; that this smiling, friendly, 
loyal, common man had high qualities 
which were to assure him historical immor- 
tality. This impression of his lasting ingre- 
dients has only deepened with the years. 
The more we see of his successor, the more 
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Truman goes up in our esteem, so that he 
is no longer the man who happened to suc- 
ceed F.D.R., but a great character in his 
own right. Destiny was good to us twice in 
a row; but, alas, not three times. 

Truman has described this book as “a 
very interesting document.” “Its only 
fault ...,” he has said, in his characteristic 
way, “is that you have put too much Tru- 
man in it.” Redding gave him the oppor- 
tunity to correct the manuscript, but he 
contented himself with a few parenthetical 
remarks, indicating not alone his satisfaction 
with the narrative, but even more the free- 
dom to which he thinks all men of good 
faith are entitled, even if they are his politi- 
cal associates. Redding was a part of the 
whole fascinating story; he had access to the 
documents and the personalities; he helped 
fashion the strategy and its implementation. 
Much of what he says is familiar, but the 
details are still fresh. One sees anew that 
the architect of the victory, despite all the 
draftsmen, was Truman himself. 

Truman was able to influence personally 
those upon whom he worked. Given the 
opportunity, he could charm his critics by 
reason of his transparent integrity and demo- 
cratic fellowship. Those ethnic, racial, and 
national groups which had learned the facts 
of life the hard way were the most con- 
vinced of his qualities. They knew at first 
hand what his policies had meant to the 
free world. Without them, he could not 
have won. With them, it was hard enough. 
That is why this book is one not easily laid 
down. If I can be permitted to find fault 
with it, it is that the book is not long 
enough, that it necessarily omits much of 
the tale. 

We in Illinois would have welcomed 
more of the inside story of the Truman- 
Stevenson split of 1956. Redding tells only 
enough to excite us. We see that Truman 
acted through the highest motivation at the 
convention. We suspect that he saw more 
of the truth than some of us, but we are 
not given enough to acquaint us with all 
of the wheels within wheels. Certainly, the 
contrast between Truman and Stevenson is 
as great as that between the Man from Mis- 
souri and the Country Squire from Hyde 
Park. Just as it was inevitable that Al Smith 
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and Roosevelt had to split, so it was a cer- 
tainty that Truman and Stevenson had to 
differ. Because Truman was finer than 
Smith, the gap was bridged more easily. 
Those are the situations which continually 
make American politics the material for 
folk tales such as those told here by Redding. 


ELMER GERTZ 





Race Relations and American Law, by 
Jack Greenberg. Columbia University 
Press. 481 pp. $10.00. 


Since the publication of An American 
Dilemma, there has hardly been a respect- 
able publishing house that has not included 
annually in its catalogue at least one book 
on race relations. The quantity of material 
has reflected growing public concern with 
the problem, but little of the literature can 
claim the authoritative status of Myrdal’s 
original work, even in limited areas. Jack 
Greenberg’s book will rank with those few 
as a standard reference for years to come. 

The law of race relations is a recent and 
rapidly developing field. Few of the court 
precedents go back further than Plessy vs. 
Fergeson (1896), which enshrined the con- 
cept of separate but equal. Federal legisla- 
tion goes back no further than the Civil 
Rights Act of 1866. It was not until almost 
the Second World War that the rights of 
Negroes have been advanced by major 
breaks in the legal defense of white suprem- 
acy thrown up under the protection of the 
Plessy decision. The advantages gained 
since the Second World War, however, de- 
pended on efforts for legal equality which 
began to gain momentum around the First 
World War, especially with the work of the 
N.A.A.C.P. Since Lane vs. Wilson (1939), 
where Justice Frankfurter said that the Fif- 
teenth Amendment, in proscribing refusal 
of the right to vote, bars “sophisticated as 
well as simple-minded modes of discrimina- 
tion,” we have seen the Supreme Court 
bring an end to restrictive covenants, school 
segregation, and statute-enforced segregation 
in intrastate travel; the Interstate Commerce 
Commission rulings against segregation in 
interstate travel; a proliferation of laws and 
policy decisions against segregation in hous- 
ing; and the end of segregation in the armed 
forces. On the other hand, we have seen 
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new laws and new court stratagems emanat- 
ing from those who would continue old 
patterns of separation. 

As Greenberg says in summing up, “The 
legal tide opposing racial distinctions is clear 
and strong. . . . The legal momentum 
against racial bias will accumulate and in- 
tensify.” It is appropriate that we now 
should have within one volume a record of 
the development of the law in regard to 
race. Besides sorting out into useful order 
the legal developments in a myriad of juris- 


dictions so that we can see just where we 


are, the author suggests the unresolved ques- 
tions where litigation is most likely to con- 
tinue. The result is a book that will be an 
invaluable reference not only to lawyers 
working in the field of civil rights, but to 
human relations professionals and lay people 
whose interest in the field has led them to 
policy-making roles in private and public 
intergroup relations agencies. 

The first chapter, “The Capacity of the 
Law to Affect Race Relations,” should set- 
tle once and for all the question, can law 
change people’s attitudes? Instead of ap- 
proaching this question on the usual high 
level of abstraction, Greenberg examines it 
practically, recognizing that a law’s effective- 
ness will depend on the elasticity of the 
institution to be changed, on how the law 
is enforced (civil, criminal, or administra- 
tive), on how it is administered and by 
whom, the traditions of the community to 
which it applies, and the readiness of the 
minority community to take advantage of 
the new guarantees. 

After the introductory chapters, the book 
is organized along subject-area lines, hous- 
ing, voting, education, etc. This makes it 
particularly useful to those working in the 
inter-group field. In addition, it has all the 
scholarly equipment to make it a useful 
reference, a thirty-page appendix annotating 
state and local laws both for and against 
discrimination, four other special appen- 
dices, a bibliography, and an index by cases 
as well as one by subjects. 

Since accuracy is the reason for this book’s 
existence, one small error, of a type inevit- 
able in so detailed a study, should be noted. 
My mentioning it should not be construed 
as a criticism. Chicago has an ordinance 
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(Municipal Code § 137-13.1) prohibiting 
discrimination in admittance to, or care in, 
hospitals. Greenberg incorrectly describes it 
as outlawing discrimination in medical staff 
appointments. Such a law would be very 
helpful in reducing de facto discrimination 
in medical treatment, but it does not exist. 


WarrEN LEHMAN 





This Is My God, by Herman Wouk. 
Doubleday & Company. 356 pp. $3.95. 


The strangest feature of Herman Wouk’s 
new book of non-fiction is that it has a hero. 
The hero is Wouk’s grandfather, described 
as a rabbi of great learning and piety. One 
cannot doubt the accuracy of the author’s 
description, for the impact of the ages which 
his grandfather brought to bear upon him 
is the majestic theme of this entire work. 

Wouk summons his superb ability of 
communication to tell the story of the faith, 
the law, and the practices of the traditional 
Jew. He is not moved to spend a great deal 
of time on those movements in Jewish life 
which are removed from Orthodoxy. 
Whether this is a failing is not at all certain, 
but the reader will obtain a view only of 
Wouk’s commitment, and not of American 
Jewish life generally. This is not to say that 
Wouk manifests an unquestioning faith. He 
admits to uncertainties, and is critical of 
some of the currents of Orthodoxy. Nor 
does he run from contemporary learning. 

Wouk’s description of the faith of the 
Jews and the traditional observances of the 
Sabbath, the Holydays, Kashruth, the im- 
portance of learning, and other practices 
are written by one engaged in earnest, beau- 
tiful, and honest, but simple, conversation. 
He writes with humility and forthrightness 
about the code and the creed of traditional 
Jewish life, and he attempts to handle the 
questions raised by science and _ biblical 
criticism. 

The quality of the book is not uniform. 
If often his descriptions are moving por- 
traits of beauty, one is sometimes jolted by 
petty attempts at comparisons with the 
“outside world,” such as referring to Tisha 
B’av as “the Pearl Harbor of Jewry.” The 
book is basically an accurate statement, con- 
sidering te modest and limited goals of the 
author. Nevertheless, one must challenge a 
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number of assertions and descriptions. There 
is a rather unfair deprecation of the modern 
rabbi as compared with the “bearded an- 
cient,” which cannot but disrupt the efforts 
of the already discouraged, sensitive Ameri- 
can rabbi. (Pp. 109-110.) A short trip to 
Chicago would convince Mr. Wouk of the 
error in his very positive statement that in 
“traditional synagogues the bas-mitzva does 
not exist.” (P. 147.) On a more technical 
level, one may object (as an example) to 
Wouk’s nearly correct suggestion, offered 
without apparent exception or qualification, 
that the Jewish criminal law became inop- 
erative when the Temple was destroyed. 
(P. 49.) 

The most important omission in the book 
is the absence (except in the discussion of 
marriage) of the ethical dimension. It would 
have been a contribution had Mr. Wouk 
devoted his obvious skill to the service of 
Judaism’s faith in man and its great ethical 
depth. 

Mr. Wouk has taken it upon himself to 
tell his brothers “that our law of Moses is 
as great and honorable now as when it first 
came to us.” It may be that he has, in some 
measure, done just this. But I am not con- 
vinced that the troubled reader, moved as 
he must be by Wouk’s compelling descrip- 
tions, will comprehend its profundity. The 
ultimate question is whether, in balancing 
the omissions and faults against the merits, 
the reader should be urged to read this book, 
at least as a starting point. The answer of 
this reviewer would be in the affirmative, 
with, however, the admonition that reading 
this book is a short and halting step in the 
direction of fulfilling Hillel’s injunction to 
go forth and learn. 


Paut H. VisHny 
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Advise and Consent, by Allen Drury. 
Doubleday & Company. 616 pp. $5.75. 


The book’s sub-title is A Novel of Wash- 
ington Politics, but to a certain degree this 
is a misnomer. It would perhaps be more 
correct to designate it a novel about Wash- 
ington politicians, since it deals with moral- 
ity in politics—or the lack of it. At any rate, 
this is not really a political novel since it 
does not deal with political problems, issues, 
concepts, or theories. 

This much-discussed best-seller is centered 
around the lives and personal conflicts of 
United States Senators. In order to do this, 
the author has penetrated the world’s stormi- 
est political battleground, sometimes also 
described as “the world’s greatest delibera- 
tive body,” the United States Senate. He 
lays bare in gripping fashion its inner ma- 
chinery, its smoke-filled committee rooms. 
He depicts the struggle for power and for 
the limelight in all its cynicism and bru- 
tality. 

The bitter conflicts are set in motion 
when the President nominates a controver- 
sial person for Secretary of State and the 
Senate is then called upon to “advise and 
consent” to the President’s nomination— 
that is, to confirm it. From there on it is 
a sweeping and complex story of grand de- 
sign, intricately woven and excitingly related. 
Although more than 600 pages in length, 
the novel actually covers only a few days in 
the life of Washington with its intriguing 
political, diplomatic, and social worlds. 

The nominee, Robert A. Leffingwell, is 
supposed to be the idol of the liberal ele- 
ments in the country, but actually he is an 
arrogant and ambitious man whose loyalty 
to the United States is doubtful. The Sen- 
ate, and with it the whole nation, becomes 
almost tragically divided over the nomina- 
tion. Each Senator seems to have a personal 
reason why he is for or against the nominee, 
and it is in this manner that the author very 
ably probes into the minds and motives of 
the individual Senators—those who are the 
statesmen and those who are cheap politi- 
cians, the idealists and the demagogues, the 
public-spirited men and the opportunists. 
We are familiarized with their driving am- 
bitions, their hopes and their fears, as well 
as with their vanities, their shortcomings, 
and their lack of moral fiber. 
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The major struggle centers around Sena- 
tor Brigham Anderson of Utah, a highly 
intelligent, patriotic, and respectable young 
man. Anderson is the chairman of the sub- 
committee conducting hearings on the nom- 
ination, and in the course of the hearings 
he comes upon information that Lefiingwell 
was once a member of a Communist cell. 
He questions the logic of having such a man 
determine United States foreign policy in 
the light of a steadily mounting crisis with 
Soviet Russia. This is where the interplay 
of wily maneuvers begins, in which a vicious 
demagogue does not hesitate to stoop to the 
use of a blistering smear campaign to de- 
stroy the young and likable Senator through 
character assassination. 

Into this unholy alliance, bent on destruc- 
tion of a young man’s character and career, 
is also drawn the President, with all the 
power and influence of his high office, a 
Supreme Court Justice, the Senate Majority 
Leader, and other persons whose words 
carry great weight. The pressure on the 
young Senator is most unbearable; but for 
a while he is able to withstand it fortified 
in the belief that he is fighting for the secur- 
ity of his country. When, however, his op- 
ponents dig up an old picture suggesting a 
homosexual experience on his part during 
the war, Anderson feels that he is no longer 
able to fight off such an ugly campaign and 
commits suicide. A wave of moral indigna- 
tion and revulsion sweeps the nation and 
the Senate, which then refuses to confirm 
the nomination. 

In the midst of all these personal jeal- 
ousies, there are many dramatic moments, 
such as the exciting hearings on the nomina- 
tion with their charges and countercharges, 
the death of the President, who in the last 
moment redeems himself by his strong re- 
sentment and reaction to Soviet threats, 
reports of the simultaneous landing on the 
moon by both the Russians and the Ameri- 
cans, the deals and the machinations of the 
leaders, etc. It has all the elements of a good 
novel, including love and passion, dramatic 
suspense and tragedy, lively dialogue, and 
depth of characterization. 

Advise and Consent may be regarded as 
a timely chronicle, almost an eye-witness 
account, of American political leadership in 
Washington today—the dedicated and ideal- 
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istic, as well as the corrupt and the selfish. 
But it is much more than that. It is also a 
present-day document of human weakness 
and human strength, of the lowest and most 
brutal type of character assassination and 
the highest type of nobility and strength of 
character. One is at times left with the im- 
pression, however, that the good and the 
noble are vastly outnumbered by the evil 
and the selfish, who resort to politically im- 
moral practices in order to retain their influ- 
ential positions and to exercise their vast 
power. 

The novel is written with great skill by an 
experienced and astute reporter who has had 
the opportunity to study and observe the 
Washington scene for some fifteen years, 
the last five of which he covered for The 
New York Times. It is quite readable, par- 
ticularly the latter stages of the book which 
become most exciting as the reader ap- 
proaches the climax. 

Nevertheless, this reviewer wishes to raise 
a few objections. The book is a little too 
verbose—much of the conversation is repe- 
titious. In depicting some of the characters, 
scenes or events, the author uses too much 
exaggeration, such as the President offering 
a bribe or admitting a deliberate lie. This 
is not only crude, but presents American 
political leaders as ruthless and unprincipled 
demagogues. If that were true as described, 
there would be cause for great alarm and 
worry about the future of this nation. Every- 
one is depicted as sophisticated, but most 
often his sophistication turns out to be 
sheer cynicism—and that applies to Sena- 
tors, government leaders, diplomats, and 
socialites, but most of all to the members 
of the press. One also regrets that the author 
has found it necessary to use so-called “lib- 
erals” as his most abhorrent and distasteful 
characters. We need but remember that the 
greatest of all demagogues in the United 
States Senate in recent years was not a 
liberal. 


Murray FRANK 





The Negro Potential, by Eli Ginzberg. 
Columbia University Press. 144 pp. $3.00. 


This report is a part of the Columbia 
University Project on Conservation of Hu- 
man Resources. It considers the challenge 
of the Negro potential, expanding economic 
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opportunities, the educational preparation 
for work, and lessons for man-power policy. 
The period covered extends from 1900 to 
1950. 

The legion of dry statistics comes to life 
in the author’s interpretations. He is cer- 
tainly not afraid to point out causative fac- 
tors. For instance: 

One of the most important gains made by north- 
ern Negroes in the last fifteen years came about as 
a result of the growth of trade unionism and the 
Negro’s acceptance in industrial unions. 

However, Negroes still earn far less than 
whites who have the same amount of edu- 
cation. In the North and West, as well as 
in the South, Negro college graduates earned 
less in 1949 than whites who had attended 
but not graduated from high school. Re- 
cently there has been a growing willingness 
on the part of large companies to hire Ne- 
groes for scientific and technical work. In 
these fields the qualified Negro graduate 
now has a chance to compete with the 
white graduate. Nevertheless, even in the 
North the majority of Negroes are still 
concentrated in jobs which are not likely to 
lead to advancement. 

Possibly the most significant finding 
emerging from this study is that improve- 
ments in the position of the Negro have 
occurred primarily as the result of forces 
unleashed in the market place. The best 
hope for the Negro’s speedy and complete 
integration into American society lies in the 
continuation of a strong and virile economy 
in which his labor is needed and his skills 
and capabilities are rewarded. But before 
the number of qualified Negroes can be 
increased substantially, it is necessary that 
young Negroes acquire through their home, 
family, and community environments the 
new attitudes, habits, and values which will 
enable them to derive the full benefits of 
better school instruction. 

If the Negro is to participate fully in the 
economy at every level instead of only at 
the bottom rung, his education must still 
undergo substantial improvements. There 
are some indications that American industry 
will be able to absorb all the skilled workers 
who are trained. White leaders must do 
their part in making it possible for the 
Negro to become a fully integrated citizen 
—a part of the community from his birth. 
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If the general upward trend of the econ- 
omy continues, the position of the Negro 
should continue to improve. There are, 
however, certain danger points: in a depres- 
sion, all Negroes would be more vulnerable; 
with advances in automation, the unskilled 
Negro will be in a weakened position; the 
jobs of many Negro women teachers in the 
South could be jeopardized by quick inte- 
gration of school systems. But, on the 
whole, an expanding economy foreshadows 
favorable developments for both Negro men 
and women. 

The captains of American industry should 
“study carefully,” not merely “read,” this 
report. There are some clues in it as to how 
our economy, which uses ten per cent of 
its manpower resources ineffectively, could 
greatly improve its economic and social 
performance. 

From the point of view of the hard-headed 
business man, discrimination does not make 
sense. No matter how rich the country, it 
cannot afford any variations on the Jim 
Crow theme. Ginzberg succeeds splendidly 
in laying before us the “economics of non- 
discrimination.” 

FRANK MEISSNER 





The Mark, by Charles E. Israel. Simon 
and Schuster. 306 pp. $3.95. 


One would like to be generous to Charles 
E. Israel, now living in Canada, and praise 
the work of a neighbor. But Israel’s experi- 
ence with American radio and TV has left 
its baleful trade-mark. His novel The Mark 
is an adequate piece of Grade B fiction, 
blandly entertaining, fashionably psychologi- 
cal, frequently inept, and quite expendable. 
Fortunately, it is devoid of pretense and 
excessive vulgarity, and it reads rapidly only 
because there is nothing to detain or chal- 
lenge the reader. 

The novel is a kind of psychological 
crime-thriller, on literary par with a fair 
detective story, but without the latter’s de- 
pendence on suspense, mystification, and 
puzzle-solving. Stress falls not on who did 
the crime or on how and why it was done, 
but on the sub-conscious forces that drove 
Jim Fuller to commit the act. Curious 
things happen to the novel as a result. We 
do not observe how society, in the figure of 
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the detective, apprehends the criminal, pun- 
ishes him, and reverts to the normal moral 
status quo, but rather how the reformed 
criminal copes with the problem of retriev- 
ing a temporarily forfeited niche in the 
established moral order. If the metaphysical 
principles of the detective yarn are, so to 
speak, those of hell, then those of the psy- 
chological thriller are of purgatory. In the 
former, the tempter of one of the deadly 
vices and of crime merits damnation. In the 
latter, the devil is some disturbance in the 
hero’s Oedipal components which may be 
redeemed in the fires of self-illumination. 
If one is Calvinist, the other is Catholic 
and asserts the doctrine of Grace plus free- 
will. God, in the first, is the infallible 
beady-eyed sleuth who searches out evil; 
and, in the other, needless to say, he is the 
omniscient, bright but warm eyed psychia- 
trist who helps you stand on your feet. One 
punishes; the other saves; and the motto 
over his temple portal is, “Know Thy Un- 
conscious.” 

Now all this is curious and perhaps sig- 
nificant. A good novel could be written on 
the psychology of a criminal and the ques- 
tion of his redemption. Such a novel has 
been written: Crime and Punishment. An- 
other is Conrad’s Lord Jim. The theme is 
old and takes us back to Father Adam, 
Orestes, and yes, Oedipus himself. But the 
great literary criminals are not padded ab- 
stractions, painted puppets, engendered in 
clinical case-books or vulgar journalism, 
without heart, brains or blood, and indis- 
tinguishable from a thousand other such 
beings. Their crimes propound serious moral 
issues beyond the mere act of wrong-doing, 
and their fates are interwoven with that of 
their societies. Finally, it is their conscious 
emotions, thoughts, and acts that give them 
human stature and literary interest. This 
leads me to suggest that a character who is 
interesting chiefly on the unconscious level 
is not worth an author’s attention. 

Jim Fuller has committed a crime worthy 
of the ancient Greeks: he has raped a young 
girl. (Are we in for a rash of Lolita-type 
love?) He has also had a narrow brush with 
incest—when very young, of course. And 
his relations to mother and father were what 
you would expect: Oedipal. All this quali- 
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fies him for the non-hero role. After five 
years in the “institution” he emerges, the 
better for group therapy, and well enough 
to undertake re-integrating himself into a 
suspicious society. With the aid of Dr. 
McNally, a psychiatrist with “alert but 
warm” blue eyes, sloppy habits, and infinite 
capacity for black coffee and Turkish ciga- 
rettes, he climbs the first hurdles and is on 
his way. 

Mr. Israel is for psychiatry, correction of 
criminals, healthy love-making, etc. Very 
well! But one does not take him seriously; 
and, moreover, liberal ideas do not neces- 
sarily make for good novels. Except for his 
crime, Jim Fuller is a platitude. And the 
author, being a decent man, has remained 
decently reticent, so that his novel cannot 
even claim ticklish eroticism. Incident, sit- 
uation, character, and thought are all under- 
done, and the style is not slick enough to 
keep us hopping. The dialogue, which stabs 
at witty repartee, misses and falls embarrass- 
ingly flat. In short, for all its sensational 
situations, The Mark is a tame and undis- 
tinguished work. 

SAMUEL A. WEIss 





The Development of Manufacturing In- 
dustry in Egypt, Israel, and Turkey. The 
United Nations Department of Economic 
and Social Affairs. 131 pp. $1.50. 


This document is valuable as a concen- 
trated source of the most reliable informa- 
tion available about an essential aspect of 
the international economy; and anyone who 
wishes to understand many of the problems 
of the Middle East should be acquainted 
with the comparative analyses that are 
offered here. Although most of the statistics 
were furnished by the national governments 
involved, the UN staff that is responsible 
for this book has done an excellent job of 
carefully checking alternative sources, as 
well as giving an internal analysis of the 
logical consistency of the economic analyses 
issued by the respective governments. All in 
all, this had made for a reliable presentation 
of the facts. Other Middle Eastern coun- 
tries were not included in the present proj- 
ect, either because of lack of data or because 
their industry is still rudimentary. The term 
“manufacturing” has been taken as defined 
in International Standard Industrial Classifi- 
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cation of all Economic Activities (ISIC), 
and thus excludes power and other utilities, 
construction, and mining. The study covers, 
where possible, the development of indus- 
try from the pre-war period to the end of 
1956. For Israel, however, the period often 
covered begins with 1948, although much 
of the data also embraces statistics for the 
Jewish sector of Palestine to the extent that 
these provide a rough basis for comparison 
with those for present-day Israel. This ap- 
plies particularly to the absolute figures re- 
lating to industry, since very little non-Jewish 
industry existed within that part of Palestine 
which is now Israel. 

The study is primarily concerned with 
the growth of establishments with ten or 
more persons employed, although data on 
smaller enterprises are also included because 
they comprise a large part of many indus- 
tries. The first chapter sketches the physical 
and institutional environment within which 
industry has matured and reviews the chang- 
ing attitudes of the governments toward in- 
dustrialization. The second chapter explores 
the role of industry relative to the econ- 
omies as a whole (employment, national 
income, foreign trade, etc.). Subsequent 
chapters concentrate on the structure and 
growth of manufacturing chiefly as deter- 
mined from employment figures and related 
statistics. In larger establishments, the pres- 
ent structure of manufacturing is analyzed 
in terms of the distribution of the number 
of persons engaged, mechanical power facil- 
ities, capital, and income contribution in 
terms of value added. These last three are 
also examined on a per-person basis as en- 
gaged in the given industry or groups of 
industries, and the inter-relationships be- 
tween these factors are also dealt with. 

In both Egypt and Turkey, between 1927 
and 1954, employment in enterprises with 
10 or more persons almost tripled; and be- 
tween 1929 and 1952, it rose tenfold if we 
compare the Jewish sector of Palestine with 
Israel. The distribution of labor among 
major types of industries reveals broad simi- 
larities between countries in the substantial 
growth of non-durable consumer-goods in- 
dustries; and even the more recent develop- 
ment of capital-goods manufacturing is still 
quite modest in Israel as well as in Egypt 
and Turkey. The average establishment in 
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Egypt and Turkey does, however, employ 
more people than Israel enterprises of the 
same kind; although of course in all coun- 
tries, the handicraft units are of smaller size. 

The use of motive power has increased in 
all three countries—by far the most in Israel, 
this last “reflecting the stronger motive for 
mechanization due to higher labor costs, 
more accessible capital, cheaper power and 
higher skills.” Although the ratio of capital 
per worker is inadequately revealed by all 
countries, it seems to be highest in Israel; 
although again it is still well below coun- 
tries of advanced industrialization. 

In Turkey and Egypt, value added by 
tobacco, food products, textiles, and bever- 
ages accounts for about 2/3 of the manufac- 
turing total, in contrast to about 1/3 in 
Israel. On the other hand, metal products 
and machinery contributed more than 20% 
of the value in Israeli manufacturing, but 
less than 10% in Egypt and Turkey. 

Israel has the least spread of wage differ- 
entials between industries and in relation to 
agricultural wages. As for ownership of en- 
terprises, “Israel is the only country in 
which cooperatives, especially those formed 
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by labor unions, are of importance.” In 
Turkey, by contrast, state-owned enterprises 
account for about 2 of all manufacturing 
effort. The average hourly earnings in manu- 
facturing in 1954 were 11 cents in Egypt, 
27 cents in Turkey, and 48 cents in Israel, 
as compared to (eg.) 40 cents in West 
Germany and $1.81 in the United States. 
[Table 65.] From 1953 to 1956 the develop- 
ment-budget expenditures on manufacturing 
doubled in Israel (from 13 to 26 million 
Israeli pounds); those for mining almost 
doubled (from 8 to 15 million), although 
electricity production rose from 14 million 
to only 16 million Israeli pounds. 

This report is technical and heavily sta- 
tistical, but all the facts have been presented 
within a well-written broad context which 
will make it highly informative for any gen- 
eral reader who needs this material. The 
numerous tables are well chosen and very 
well constructed. In sum, anyone who 
wishes an excellent and inexpensive refer- 
ence for a study of current Middle East 
economic affairs would do well to own this 
UN report. 

SAMUEL E. GLuck 

















American democracy. 


Subscribe to THE CHICAGO JEWISH FORUM 


THE CHICAGO JEWISH FORUM is a quarterly magazine devoted to serious issues. 
It is non-partisan and is not subsidized by any organization or institution. Though 
primarily concerned with Jewish culture, it is also interested in preserving the cul- 
tural heritage of other minority groups and in the intelligent discussion of those 
economic, political, and social problems upon whose solution depends a_ healthy 
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all America chooses!" 








BRADLEY manvracrurinc company 


BRADLEY BUILDING 


CHICAGO 10, ILLINOIS 





























Standard Securities 
& Management 
Corporation 


Specializing in 
MORTGAGE LOANS 
PROPERTY MANAGEMENT 
SALES - INSURANCE 
APPRAISALS 


w 


69 W. WASHINGTON STREET 
Chicago 2, Illinois 
Carl H. Borak, President 





Israel 12th Anniversary 
Celebration 


FESTIVE PERFORMANCE of 
the MUSIC of ISRAEL 


Eighty Members of the 
CHICAGO SYMPHONY ORCHESTRA 


IZLER SOLOMON 
Conducting 


CIVIC OPERA HOUSE 
Sunday, May 15, 8:00 P.M. 








BUILD ISRAEL With 
ISRAEL BONDS 





For Information and Reservations Call: 
Financial 6-3851 
STATE OF ISRAEL BONDS 


69 W. Washington St., Chicago 2, Ill. 
William L. McFetridge. Chairman 
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Roosevelt University 


* 


ARTS, SCIENCES, 


COMMERCE, MUSIC 
DAY AND EVENING CLASSES 


* 


430 S. MICHIGAN AVE. 
WABASH 2-3580 


Chicago 5, Illinois 






SALK, WARD & SALK 


MORTGAGE BANKERS 





11 SOUTH LA SALLE STREET 
Chicago 3, Illinois 


Phone: CEntral 6-0825 
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Advance Heating & Air 


Conditioning Corporation 
Engineers and Contractors 


e 


SAMUEL L. HAAS 


President 


5 


117 North Desplaines Street 
HAymarket 1-7221-2-3 
Chicago 6, Illinois 





A HAPPY PASSOVER 
TO FRIENDS OF 


HIAS EVERYWHERE 
* 


HARRY J. DUNN, President 


Chicago Hebrew 
Immigrant Aid Society 
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EXCHANGE NATIONAL BANK 


of CHICAGO 








Complete Banking Services 


34 





CHICAGO 3, ILLINOIS 


Member of Federal Deposit Insurance Corporation 





Years of Priendly 
Personal Counsel 


130 SOUTH LA SALLE STREET 


TOP BANK INTEREST 
IN CHICAGO 


3% 
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LAKE SHORE DRIVE 


HOTEL 


Overlooking Lake Michigan 


181 EAST LAKE SHORE DRIVE 
CHICAGO 11, ILLINOIS 
Hospitality and Service 
at its Best 
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CHICAGO 


CUSHMAN 


MOTOR DELIVERY CO. 
Highway Division—Fast Freight Between 
Chicago, Milwaukee, Indianapolis, Detroit, 

Cincinnati and Dayton 
Chicago Office: 1480 West Kinzie 
Chicago 22, Illinois 
Phone: HAymarket 1-6613 





ORNER & 
SHAYNE, Inc. 


REAL ESTATE 
and MANAGEMENT 


220 EAST GARFIELD BLVD. 





CHICAGO 
SMOKED FISH Co. 
950 Fulton Market Street 
Chicago 6, Illinois 
Phone: MOnroe 6-5452 
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SOVEREIGN 
American Butt Co. saaiias 
MANUFACTURERS North Side’s Finest Hotel 


HIGH GRADE COTTON BUFFS Experienced Catering Executives 


for all social functions 
AND POLISHING WHEELS 
WEDDINGS . . . BANQUETS 


x*rkeer 


MODERN SWIMMING POOL 
2414 SOUTH LA SALLE STREET 


x ke 


Chicago 16, Illinois 6200 NorTtH KENMORE AVENUE 


BEN P. SAX, Present Phone: BRiargate 4-8000 





























LEITNER EQUIPMENT COMPANY 
Food Service Equipment - Tavern Equipment 
2585 N. 25th Street - Franklin Park, Illinois 
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PESACH GREETINGS FROM 


THE CONSOLIDATED CHEMICAL WORKS 


Manufacturing Chemists 
1715 South Halsted Street - Chicago 8, Illinois 
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SEASON’S GREETINGS 
from 
NORTH SHORE SAVINGS NATIONAL BANK 
1737 W. HOWARD STREET 
CHICAGO 
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PASSOVER GREETINGS 


MR. and MRS. HAROLD L. ROSENBERG 
3726 Lake Shore Drive - Chicago 13, Illinois 
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Puerto Rico’s 


CONDADO BEACH HOTEL 


San Juan 


Whether your visit to Puerto Rico is for pleasure or for business, you 
will add to the charm of your stay when you stop at the world-renowned 
Condado Beach Hotel. ...A paradise island where the temperature 
varies between 73° and 79° most of the year. 


ODD BBB DHSS BBB BBB WW BV SG VSG GF BGS GBBT VWS VV BBVABWBWAATBTTWSAAS ASS 


THE CENTRAL NATIONAL BANK 
IN CHICAGO 
Extends Greetings to Friends and Customers for a Happy Passover 
Roosevelt Road at Halsted Street - Chicago 8, Illinois 


PSDB BBB BBB WB BBVB HDS BBB WSS VOSS GF HSS OSB VSS SVSV SVS SP VAST SVS VAAVAASTF 


PASSOVER GREETINGS 
CONTINENTAL ENVELOPE CORPORATION 
Manufacturers and Printers — Direct to Consumer 
JEROME MARGULIES, President 
2929 South Wabash Avenue Chicago 16, Illinois 


SSS SD BSF BB BBB BS BBS BSF OF BHF BSF FBG SSF VSS SSSA SA SSSA SAASFT STATA 


CONSOLIDATED BOOK PUBLISHERS 


153 NORTH MICHIGAN AVENUE - CHICAGO 1, ILLINOIS 


SO 8 BB BB GF BB 8 OF HGS FSF BSB SVS SS SVAWSFSVWSASF STATA SVAATASStS 


PASSOVER GREETINGS FROM 


MR. and MBS. I. J. SLVERMAN 


eee OTT TFB BSB BASS FT BBB HBSS T BASHA SF BATS STH TSH TAHA®TAWATH HAHAHA SS 


PASSOVER GREETINGS FROM 
JUDGE and MRS. U. S. SCHWARTZ 


eee ef FF BBS BFS BSBA SH BHAA SHASTA AWAHATAHSH BAHASA 


Passover Greetings from 


MR. & MRS. ISADORE BRANDZEL 


Chicago, Illinois 
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IRVING WEIN 


CLINTON WATCH CO. 


IMPORTERS 


w 


111 S. WACKER DRIVE 


CHICAGO 6, ILLINOIS 








PASSOVER GREETINGS 


NORTHWEST HOME 
OF THE AGED 


2942 PALMER STREET 


MICHAEL F. ZLATNIK, President 
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Season’s Greetings from 


SEAMAN BAG CO. 
H. L. SEAMAN, President 


* 


2512 South Damen Avenue 
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BIENENFELD 


GLASS CORPORATION 


OF ILLINOIS 
* 
Chicago’s Most Complete Stock 
of GLASS 
w 
INDUSTRIAL PRODUCTION 
Is Our Specialty 
* 


1525 WEST 35th STREET 
Chicago 9, Illinois 
Phone LAfayette 3-8400 


SOLOMON DRUGS, Inc 


Since 1912 


1121 NORTH STATE STREET 


Chicago 10, Illinois 


Republic Plumbing and 
Heating Supply Co. 


1970 CLYBOURN AVENUE 
CHICAGO 14, ILLINOIS 
Phone: Lincoln 9-5000 
MANUEL B. KAPLAN, President 
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JOSEPH S. GRANT MORTGAGE COMPANY 
All Types Of First Mortgage Loans 
Also Private Funds for Difficult Loans 
(We Cooperate With Attorneys) 
33 North La Salle Street, Chicago 2, Illinois - Phone: CEntral 6-8400 


AMERICANA MOTEL 


NORTH AVENUE and MANNHEIM ROAD 
MELROSE PARK, ILLINOIS 


. 
Passover Greetings from 


MR. & MRS. JULIUS FISHMAN 
MR. & MRS. JACOB FISHMAN 
MR. & MRS. SAMUEL FISHMAN 
Chicago, Illinois 
A. J. COX & COMPANY 
EDITION BOOK BINDERS 
FOURTEENTH STREET AND INDIANA AVENUE 





Passover Greetings from 


DAVID DORIN 
29 South La Salle Street - Chicago 3, Illinois 
Season’s Greetings from 
E. P. STEINBERG 
ARCHITECT 


180 West Washington Street Chicago 2, Illinois 
i 


A Happy Pesach from 


| MR. & MRS. M. T. HORWICH 
Oak Park, Illinois 
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THE ASSOCIATED TALMUD TORAHS of Chicago 
The Central Agency for Traditional Education 
WISH YOU A HAPPY PESACH 


Rassrt MENAHEM B. Sacks, Executive Director | 
Rasst Leonard C. Misuxrn, Educational Director 
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In serving the needs of the Jewish 
household we have but scrupulously 
adhered to the high standards of 
quality indicated by our founders. . . 
That shall always be our policy. . . 


* 


VIENNA 


SAUSAGE MFG. CO. 


1215 South Halsted Street 


Chicago 7, Illinois 




















Passover Greetings from 


MR. AND MRS. 


| LOUIS A. SHERMAN 


CHICAGO, ILLINOIS 





KAISERAIRE Conditioning Systems 


H.S. KAISER CO. 


Contractors - Engineers 
AIR CONDITIONING 
VENTILATING 
3344 WEST FRANKLIN BLVD. 
Chicago 24, Illinois 
Phone: NEvada 2-1400 
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Chicago National Bank 


120 SOUTH LA SALLE STREET 
Offers to Attorneys 
A COMPLETE TRUST SERVICE 
Fullest Cooperation Assured 
Telephone: Financial 6-2700 


+ 


EDWARD CONTORER 
Vice President and Trust Officer 





MARSHALL HOTEL 


1232 N. LA SALLE ST. 
Chicago 11, Illinois 
¢ 
CENTRALLY LOCATED 
CONVENIENT 
REASONABLE RATES 


E. E. McCELDOWNEY 
PLASTERING CONTRACTOR 


189 West Madison Street 








Chicago 2, Illinois 
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wild 


Moorland 


COUNTRY CLUB 


THE MIDWEST’'S 
MOST UNIQUE 
COUNTRY CLUB HOTEL 


UNIQUE .. . because of its world- 
famous “figure slimming’ Mud Baths. 
The only facility of its kind in the en- 
tire country. Unique too because of the 
a blending of country club and 
otel atmosphere. For an unforgettable 
week or week-end, we invite you to 
the Moorland . . . Wisconsin’s year 

‘round Country Club Hotel. 

SPORTY NINE HOLE GOLF COURSE . . . There 

is a well-equipped clubhouse featuring com- 

plete facilities located on the grounds. A golf 

pro is available for private lessons. 

THE FORUM .. . Where your fellow guests | 


















meet to dine and enjoy their cocktails in an 
atmosphere of warmth and friendship. 


- THE PEACOCK ROOM... Our incomparable 
BELL SAVINGS Dining Room. We know you will find the 


AND LOAN ASSOCI ATION we invite the most discriminating gourmet to 


taste and compare! 
the Weather Bell corner FOR RESERVATIONS CALL 


CORNER OF MONROE AND CLARK GERTRUDE DOYLE — CEntral 6-3160 
Chicago 3, Illinois Financial 6-1000 : 110 South Dearborn Street, Suite 1007 
Chicago 3, Illinois 




















SMOLLER INSURANCE AGENCY 


Insurance Counsellors and Annuities 
141 West Jackson Boulevard Phone: WAbash 2-1978 


Seymour SMOLLER 

















Season’s Greetings from 
THE 756 BUILDING GROUP 
Chicago, Illinois 
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Passover Greetings from 


HARRY J. DIRECTOR 


Chairman of the Synagogues Division, C.J.A. 


a 


Passover Greetings from 
CASTCRAFT PRINTING SUPPLY 
COMPOSING AND PRESSROOM SUPPLIES 
David L. Kreiter, President - 1100 South Kostner Avenue 
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BORIS SMOLER & SONS 








DAYTIME DRESSES 
COTTON FROCKS 








3021 NORTH PULASKI ROAD - TELEPHONE: AVENUE 3-8000 


Chicago 41, Illinois 
















Passourr Greetings 


from 


Mr. and firs. Max H. Bresduer 


Chicago, Illinois 


Pesach Greetings from 


THE BOARD OF JEWISH EDUCATION 


and 


THE COLLEGE OF JEWISH STUDIES 


Serving all Elementary, Secondary and Higher 
Jewish Education Schools 
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The Devon-North Town State Bank 


2345 WEST DEVON AVENUE, CHICAGO 45 
CHECKING AND SAVINGS ACCOUNTS SOLICITED 
MASON A. LOUNDY, PRESIDENT 
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A HAPPY PESACH from 


IRWIN, SIDNEY & EMMANUEL GOLDMAN 


CENTURY FABRICS COMPANY 


845 West Chicago Avenue ; Chicago 10, Illinois 
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Passover Greetings from 


County Commissioner 


SIDNEY D. DEUTSCH 
PASSOVER GREETINGS 
from 
MR. and MRS. A. PAUL HOLLEB 
PASSOVER GREETINGS from 


MILTON H. MILLER, 6048 North Fairfield Avenue 
DEMOCRATIC CANDIDATE for WARD COMMITTEEMAN — 50th WARD 


SEASON’S GREETINGS FROM 


DR. and MRS. ALEX BENDERSKY 
6175 North Wolcott Avenue Chicago 25, Illinois 
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PASSOVER GREETINGS FROM 


BENJAMIN NELSON 
DEMOCRATIC CANDIDATE FOR JUDGE OF THE MUNICIPAL COURT 
Primary Election April 12, 1960 
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PASSOVER GREETINGS 
from 


A. J. GLICKSON 


A. J. GLICKSON BONDING & INSURANCE AGENCY 
139 No. Clark Street, Chicago 
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PARK DEARBORN HOTEL 


1260 NORTH DEARBORN STREET 


CHICAGO 10, ILLINOIS 






































For Better BOXES, Call MOnroe 6-6465 


MUTUAL PAPER BOX 
CORPORATION 


1500 W. HARRISON STREET, CHICAGO 7, ILLINOIS 





Packaging for all Industries 


Se Ses SF BF BSF BATTS TSAI 
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SEASON'S GREETINGS QUALITY HOUSE 


from 
Nationally Advertised 


Mr. and Mrs. LIQUORS, WINES 
Maurice B. Lippman and CORDIALS 
210 W. MADISON STREET 


INDIANAPOLIS, INDIANA Chicago 3, Illinois 
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We are pleased to announce that we have moved to a new home at 548 Lake 
Shore Drive, ground floor, where our spacious quarters and an en- 
larged, experienced office staff will enable us to maintain and 
excel our usual reliable service to our customers. 





JOSEPH LIPSHUTZ COMPANY 


WORLD WIDE INSURANCE 
SURVEY & SERVICE AGENCY, INC. 


Insurance Management 





OUR NEW TELEPHONE NUMBER IS 
Michigan 2-3020 


548 Lake Shore Drive 


Reorganization and Appraisal 
Service to Attorneys, 
Courts and Banks 


RENDERING A COMPLETE SERVICE 
FOR YOUR CLIENT WITH OVER 
HALF A CENTURY OF EXPERIENCE 


° 


SAMUEL L. WINTERNITZ 
AND COMPANY 


LIQUIDATORS - AUCTIONEERS 
APPRAISERS - REORGANIZERS 








Fist NatTionat Bank Bipe. 
Phone: STate 2-5908 








Chicago 11, Illinois 





UNITED BUILDING 
CONSTRUCTION CO. 


Ww 
TUCK-POINTING 
WATERPROOFING 
And General Mason Work 
w 
7 EAST HARRISON STREET | 








Chicago 5, Illinois 
Telephone: WAbash 2-6334 


Branches 
New York: 254 West 54th Street 
Indianapolis: Insurance Building 
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American National Bank 


and Trust Company of Chicago 


LA SALLE at WASHINGTON 


MEMBER FEDERAL DEPOSIT INSURANCE CORPORATION 
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SEASON’S GREETINGS 
from 
MR. & MRS. DAVID A. KLEIN 
SEASON’S GREETINGS from 
MR. & MRS. A. E. LEVIN 
Chicago, Illinois 


Season’s Greetings from 
MR. & MRS. SIDNEY FIELD 
Chicago, Illinois 


SEASON’S GREETINGS FROM 


ALDERMAN THOMAS ROSENBERG, 44th Ward 
and from MRS. ROSENBERG 
CHICAGO, ILLINOIS 


SEASON’S GREETINGS from 


BANNER WHOLESALE GROCERS, Inc. 
111-115 South Water Market Chicago, Illinois 
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GUYON’S HOTEL 


4000 West Washington Blvd. - Chicago 24, Illinois 
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Holiday Greetings 


From 


The 
COSMOPOLITAN 
NATIONAL BANK 
of CHICAGO 


CLARK STREET and 
CHICAGO AVENUE 


SAL J. RUSSO 


GREETINGS 
from 


THE SCIENTIFIC OIL 
COMPOUNDING CO. 


* 


“SPECIAL OILS FOR 
SPECIAL PURPOSES” 


CHICAGO, ILLINOIS 


w 











PRODUCID AND BOTTLED BY Jorsget 
IMPORTED BY CRYSTAL WINE CQ. CHITA 
SCUl DISTRIBUTORS 








THE ZIONIST 
ORGANIZATION 


of CHICAGO 


WISHES A HAPPY PASSOVER 


To all members and their families 


SEYMOUR BERMAN, President 
This advertisement paid for by a friend of Z.0.C. 


0 
HAROLD D. FRIEDMAN 


Chicago Construction Co. 
707 Dell Road 


Northbrook, Ill. 


Extends to you heartiest wishes 


for A Happy Passover 








N 
oo 
as 


THE CHICAGO JEWISH FORUM 











PASSOVER GREETINGS FROM 


Col andl Whes. jacob M Arvey 


CHICAGO, ILLINOIS 
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SEASON’S GREETINGS 


from 


MR. and MRS. LOUIS ROVNER 


eee SD SB BS SF BSS BS FS BSF BS VSS SASF BF BSS SVS SWABS AWABVAWASWSASVSB*VSAVA*WWAAASASFt 


PASSOVER GREETINGS FROM 


LAKE-RIVER TERMINALS, Inc. 
LIQUID CHEMICALS AND PETROLEUM 


5005 South Harlem Avenue Berwyn, Illinois 
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SEASON’S GREETINGS 
from 


ABBELL, ABBELL & ROSENBLUM 
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Passover Greetings from 


GEORGE J. TADROWSKI 
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PASSOVER GREETINGS FROM 


MR. & MRS. ISAAC WAGNER 
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Passover Greetings from 


MR. & MRS. JACK DAVIDSON 
Chicago, Illinois 
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tim “YOUR HOME 


MOTEL APARTMENTS AWAY 
8401-11 BYRON AVENUE 
MIAMI BEACH FROM HOME” 
ee 


New Bedroom Apts., Equipped With Complete Kitchens, 
Cross-Ventilated and Furnished for Your Relaxation 
and Comfort. Television, Swimming Pool on Premises. 
Two Blocks From Ocean. Private Free Parking. 
Low Rates. Rentals Day, Week, Month or Season. 
For Reservation Call Miami Beach UNion 6-9314, 6-3487 
Owned and Managed by The Jerzol Corp. 

















AIR CONDITIONED 








Reasonable rates throughout the year, <h 























SEASON’S GREETINGS 


LET A WHITE WAY SIGN 


Be Your Salesman 


WHITE WAY Electric Sign & Maintenance Co. 










1317 Clybourn Avenue MI 2-6580 


Thomas F. Flannery—President 
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PASSOVER GREETINGS from 
MAURICE NORMAN, President 
PALMER HOUSE DRUG STORE NORMAN DRUG STORES 


55 East Washington Street Ce Sane Chicago, Illinois 
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RODIN BROTHERS COMPANY 


DRY CLEANING and LAUNDRY EQUIPMENT 
1831 S. Michigan Avenue Chicago 5, Illinois 
Telephone: WAbash 2-8313 
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PASSOVER GREETINGS Senses'e Greetings 


ILNO . 


KOSHER 


sausace | A. Epstein and Sons 
eaiaeaial ENGINEERS 


730 West 12th Place 
Chicago 7, Illinois * 








Serving the Jewish People with 2011 PERSHING ROAD 


Kosher Delicatessen Products 
For Over 60 Years Chicago 9, Illinois 

































SEASON’S GREETINGS Season’s Greetings from 








From 
HARRY A. ZISOOK =| HA. SAYRE & CO. 
AND SONS 
1711 East 71st Street CERTIFIED 
Chicago, Illinois PUBLIC ACCOUNTANTS 


EEE 





A Happy Passover from Panama-Beaver, Inc. 


CHAS. J. LEONARD, President 


Inked Ribbons 
Carbon Paper 
Unimasters 
Duplicating Supplies 
Secretarial Supplies 
Aerosol Products 


MR. & MRS. 
DAVID B. EISENBERG 


1419 HOOD STREET 


. —— Call Your Local Panama-Beaver Man 
Chicago 26, Illinois “always a live wire” 
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SHELLEY 
Steel & Fabricating Corp. 


Sheets - Strip - Plates - Coils 


Complete Steel Service 


WAREHOUSE and SPECIALTY 
STEEL PRODUCTS 


OFFICES AND WAREHOUSE 
1371-80 NORTH BRANCH ST. 
Chicago 22, Illinois 











ALL PHONES 
Plaza 2-3600 


Society 


©@ LINEN & TOWEL SUPPLY CO. 
@ CLEANERS & DYERS INC. 


@ LAUNDRY CO. 


5107-31 S. LAKE PARK AVE. CHICAGO 15, ILL. 
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WASHINGTON’S MOST 
FAMOUS HOTEL 


THE 
WILLARD 


WASHINGTON, D. C. 


Now at your service: 


NEWLY INSTALLED 
MODERN KOSHER KITCHEN 


AN ABBELL HOTEL 




















UNITED LIGHT 


INCORPORATED 
ELECTRICAL CONTRACTING 
ENGINEERS 


6114 SourH Ha.LsTEp STREET 
Chicago 21, Illinois 
Phone: WEntworth 6-0763 


PASSOVER GREETINGS 


from 


MR. and MRS. 
SOLOMON E. 
HARRISON 
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STRIKE BACK AT CANCER... 




































... LEARN THE FACTS 


American Cancer Society 


(This advertisement contributed by S. J. L.) 
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May the Passover Holidays bring joy to our many friends everywhere 
FLORSHEIM SHOE COMPANY 
MAKERS OF FINE SHOES FOR MEN AND WOMEN 
Chicago 6, Illinois 


*»*ee eee 
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SEASON’S GREETINGS from 


MR. and MRS. ALEC E. WEINROB 
4524 North Mozart Street, Chicago, Illinois 
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Passover Greeting from 


JUDGE and MRS. HYMAN FELDMAN 
and Daughters 
INA and SUSAN 
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FLAMINGO - ON - THE - LAKE - HOTEL 
5520 South Shore Drive - Chicago 37, Illinois 


SEASON’S GREETINGS from 


ALL STATE BUILDERS & LUMBER COMPANY 


2939 South Cicero Avenue - Cicero 50, Illinois 
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PASSOVER GREETINGS 


MR. & MRS. JACOB GOODMAN 
Elmwood Park, Illinois 
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Season's Greetings 


Mr. and Mrs. 
Irving Robins 


Chiragn, Illinois 


SEASON’S GREETINGS 


* 


y. UtSMetn 


* 


Chicago 2, Illinois 
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SEASON’S GREETINGS 


from 


M.. and Mes. Poe he 


and 


Me. and Mes. 
Seymour Cigelnih 


Chicago, Illinois 


SEASON’S GREETINGS 


From 


Mr. and Mrs. 
MAX RICHARD KRAUS 


105 West Adams Street 
Chicago 3, Illinois 


ECONOMY 
Plumbing & Heating Co. 


a 
1308 South Pulaski Road 
Chicago 23, Illinois 
Phone: CRawford 7-0200 
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48-48 
SINAI KOSHER STAR 
SAUSAGE FACTORY 


THE CHICAGO JEWISH FORUM 


HOTEL 
PLAZA 


3351-3359 SO. HALSTED STREET " 
Chicago 8, Illinois Facing Lincoln Park 
© and 
Overlooking Lake Michigan 
WORLD FAMOUS . 


Demanded exclusively by lovers of 


quality foods NORTH AVENUE AND 


CLARK STREET 


4.8 == - — 48 Chicago 10, Illinois 


GUARANTEED KOSHER AND PURE 



























Season’s Greetings Warmest Wishes 


from for a 


Happy Passover 
WESTHEIMER and 


COMPANY tr 


SEYMOUR FISHMAN 
Resident Manager J UDGE 


WILLIAM J. TUOHY 


134 South La Salle Street 
Chicago 
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euhend Hotel 


OVERLOOKING LAKE MICHIGAN 


1,000 ROOMS FOR YOUR COMFORT AND GOOD LIVING 


5454 SOUTH SHORE DRIVE © CHICAGO, ILLINOIS 


DSBS SF SSBF FB WB FB BWSBVSB BBB BB GH BSB BV BBS BSS BBB GBSWSB VSB BBWS BVSWSB WAS BVAWSVAWA*ASWAAVASBS 


For a Most Joyful Time of Your Life, and an Exhilirating Vacation Go to 


BREEZY POINT LODGE 


On Big Pelican Lake in Minnesota 
JACK SALENGER, President 
CHICAGO OFFICE: 


1001 West Washington Boulevard, Chicago 7, Illinois 
Phone: SEeley 38-3677 


Camp ABRAHAM LAZERSON, President 


HERMAN LAZERSON 


Interlaken emi 


note trea erconsm | Solar Light Mfg. Co. 


A WONDERFUL PLACE Manufacturers of 


Where Your Son Can Develop a Sound Mind LIGHTING FIXTURES 


In a Sound Body For Homes, Hotels and Stores 


Glorious Environment—Inspiring Care and 
Instruction—Excellent Cuisine 4 


™ 400 NORTH ASHLAND AVENUE 


Information, $ Ph 
For Information, See or Phone CHICAGO 7, ILLINOIS 
JOSEPH KUPCINET 


2737 W. Catalpa Tel. AR 1-6610 Phone: CHesapeake 3-6262 
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KOSHER ZION 
SAUSAGE COMPANY 


OF CHICAGO 


David Manaster, President 


Manufacturers of 


COOKED, SMOKED AND 
PICKLED MEAT PRODUCTS 


Under U.S. Govt. Supervision—Est. No. 1 


159-161 SOUTH WATER MARKET 
SEeley 8-2208 




















The Sameeoss 


Jewish Congress 
CHICAGO COUNCIL 


extends to you its wishes for 
A HAPPY PASSOVER! 








ELMER GERTZ, President 
Mrs. SAM ROCKLIN, Pres., Women’s Div. 
MAURICE KLINGER, Executive Director 


rf SEASON’S GREETINGS 


From 


CANNONBALL (Speed), Inc. 


BONDED 
SPECIAL DELIVERY SERVICE 


412 N. Wells St., Chicago, Illinois 
DElaware 7-1234 


PHILIP ROZRAN 
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Season’s Greetings from 


SAMUEL F. HILLMAN 
President 


P. coples Fictienad Bank 


“A Bank For All People” 


OGDEN AT MADISON, CHICAGO 


Member Federal Deposit Insurance Corp. 
Member Federal Reserve System 


a.p 


TYPOGRAPHERS 


222 SOUTH MORGAN STREET 
CHICAGO 7, ILLINOIS 


Telephone: TAylor 9-7487 











Season’s Greetings! 


ENGLEWOOD 
ELECTRICAL SUPPLY CO. 


Jobbers and Distributors 


ELECTRICAL AND 
FIXTURE SUPPLIES 


5801-03 South Halsted Street 
Chicago 21, Illinois 


Best Wishes For 
A Happy Passover 
from 


MR. & MRS. 


JUSTIN G TURNER 


Los Angeles, California 
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GREETINGS FROM 


Metalcraft 
CORPORATION 


* 


1840 N. CLYBOURN AVE. 


CHICAGO 14, ILLINOIS 


Pesach Greetings from 


DEENA 
PRODUCTS CO. 


GEORGE H. WEINER, President 


1130 SOUTH WABASH AVENUE 
CHICAGO 5, ILLINOIS 








H. G. PRIZANT & CO. 


* 


AIR CONDITIONING, 
COOLING and VENTILATING 
ENGINEERS 


* 


3725 N. Talman Avenue 
Chicago 18, Illinois 


Phone EAstgate 7-1600 





AMALGAMATED 


Trust & Savings Bank 


111 SOUTH DEARBORN STREET 


Chicago 3, Illinois 
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FOR YOUR DAILY BREAD 
ask for 


ROSEN’S RYE BREAD 
every day of the year 


SEASON’S GREETINGS Adelman Heating Corp. 
HEATING & AIR CONDITIONING 
Ventilating - Overhauling 


from 


Mr. and Mrs. MAURICE J. ZUBER GENERAL REPAIRS 
aul 3322 Fifth Avenue 

NEW Number VAn Buren 6-2929 
Chicago 24, Illinois 


Mr. and Mrs. ROBERT GOLTER 





SEASON’S GREETINGS FROM 


WILLIAM J. GOLDBERG 


CHICAGO 


Passover Greetings from 


MR. AND MRS. MILTON SILVERSTEIN 
and family 
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Passover Greetings from 


MR. & MRS. MAURICE H. KAMM 


SEASON’S GREETINGS FROM 


MR. AND MRS. SIDNEY LEVINSON 
29 E. MADISON STREET, CHICAGO 
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- ovet Greetings 


|| From | 


JUDGE 


OTTO KERNER 


Democratic Candidate 
For GOVERNOR 
State of ILLINOIS | 

























SEASON’S GREETINGS 


from 


SECO 
CONSTRUCTION 
COMPANY 

















IN ESTIMATING the prob- 
ability of Judge Kerner’s success 
as a governor, if elected, the five 
years he has served as county 
judge give the best evidence of his 
capacity as an administrator. This 
is not purely a judicial office. It 
also has extensive a 
duties. For instance, the county 
judge has ultimate responsibility 
for the election machinery in Chi- 
cago and a part of the suburban 
area. Republican politicians as 
well as Democrats agree that 
Judge Kerner has vastly improved 
the conduct of elections, and 
greatly reduced the _ shocking 
abuses that went on for many 
years with hardly any official in- 
terference. 


Editorial, Chicago Daily News 


2828 West 47 Street e Chicago 
LAfayette 3-7200 


SEASON’S GREETINGS 


THE GREATEST HUMAN 
need in this state is for someone 
to rescue the thousands of chil- 
dren who are vegetating in the 
hell holes we provide for then in 
the state schools at Lincoln and 
Dixon 

Our present policy is ‘“‘We recog: 
nize the need, we will put it 
the program.” I think Kerner is 
the kind of man who will take 
one look at these pitiful children 
and say, “This has got to stop. It 
will stop and we will find a way 
and we will do it now. . . 
know from personal observation 
what a hard worker he is, and 
hear lawyers and people in gov- 
ernment say he is an outstanding 


administrator. Jack Mabley 


from 


MR. and MRS. 
NAT M. KAHN 
Highland Park, Illinois 





SEASON’S GREETINGS 


His work as County Judge of 
Cook —— has been cited for 
its reforms in election procedure 
and the handling of cases involv- 
ing adoptions, hardship, and com- 
plex legal and social problems. 
He has been praised by legal 
groups in various sections of the 
nation for his efficiency of ad- 
ministration and excellence in 
judicial demeanor. 


From 


SHIPPERS BAG SUPPLY 
COMPANY 


345 W. 42nd St., Chicago 9, Ill. 
KEnwood 8-2900 


IRVING A. HORWITZ, President 











VOTE FOR JUDGE OTTO KERNER 
Primary: Tuesday, April 12, 1960 
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HARTMAN FURNITURE and 
CARPET COMPANY 


Over 50 Years in Business 


220 WEST KINZIE — Phone: MOhawk 4-2800 


Across the street from the Merchandise Mart 


A Complete Line of DECORATOR FURNITURE and CARPETS 


ELMER H. MORRIS, President 



































SEASON’S GREETINGS FROM 


MERMALL, PHILLIPS 
FINANCIAL INVESTMENTS 


33 N. La Salle Street Chicago 2, Illinois 
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SEASON’S GREETINGS FROM 


MR. & MRS. HARRY FREEMAN 


CHICAGO, ILLINOIS 


PASSOVER GREETINGS from 
JOSEPH R. FRIEDMAN, President 


Council of Traditional Synagogues Greater Chicago 
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FRED TEITELBAUM 
CONSTRUCTION CO. 


GENERAL CONTRACTORS 
REMODELING OF ALL KINDS 
Since 1926 


Sd 
5526 NORTH KEDZIE AVENUE 


Telephone COrnelia 7-7676 
Chicago 25, Illinois 








PASSOVER GREETINGS 


from 
CONGRESSMAN 
SIDNEY R. YATES 


Candidate for Re-election 


NINTH CONGRESSIONAL 
DISTRICT 


SEASON’S GREETINGS from 


MR. and MRS. 
JULES LENTIN 


Seneca Hotel 


Chicago, Illinois 
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Season’s Greetings from 


The North Shore Hotel 


Davis Street & Chicago Avenue 
Evanston, IIL. 


and 


The Central Plaza Hotel 


321 Central Avenue 
Chicago 44, Ill. 


-and... 


Greetings from 


Saul Plast 
and Wi. DH. Logan 
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PASSOVER GREETINGS 


from 


REGINALD J. HOLZER 
CHICAGO, ILLINOIS 


BT Ve STTeSAASAATF 


PASSOVER GREETINGS | 


from 











MR. and MRS. 
WILLIAM J. LEVINE 
4100 N. Marine Drive 

CHICAGO 
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SEASON’S GREETINGS from 


MR. and MRS. LOUIS G. KOTIN 


and 


MR. and MRS. ARTHUR D. LEWIS 


Passover Greetings from 


CHICAGO LOOP SYNAGOGUE 


16 SOUTH CLARK STREET, CHICAGO, ILLINOIS 
DR. BERNARD D. PERLOW, Rabbi MAX NIERMAN, President 
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Passover Greetings from 


EMANUEL CONGREGATION 
59659 North Sheridan Road 
HERBERT E. SCHAALMAN, Rabbi—A. L. FADER, President 





















GREETINGS FROM 
GEORGE A. WEINER, President 
BELMONT NATIONAL BANK of CHICAGO 


Belmont Avenue and Clark Street Chicago 14, Illinois 
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PASSOVER GREETINGS from 


HENRY X. DIETCH, Village Attorney, Village of Park Forest 
Candidate for Re-election, STATE SENATOR, 8th DISTRICT 
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A HAPPY PASSOVER from 


DEEMAR & SON 


PROPERTY MANAGEMENT 


For the Sake of Your Health 


Always Remember 


san —Morosoe—tnwrone | CAPITOL DAIRY CO. 


4236 S. Wabash Ave., Chicago 15, Ill. 
3942 Ferdinand St., Chicago 24, Il. 


4722 N. KEDZIE IN 3-2020 
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SEASON’S GREETINGS from 
TEMPLE ISAIAH ISRAEL 
RABBI HAYIM G. PERELMUTER ROBERT ADLER, President 
1100 Hyde Park Boulevard, Chicago 15, Illinois 
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THE ANSHE EMET SYNAGOGUE 
Extends PASSOVER GREETINGS to ALL ITS MEMBERS and FRIENDS 
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PASSOVER GREETINGS from 
CONGREGATION SOLEL, Winnetka, Illinois 


ARNOLD WOLF, Rabbi HERMAN EDWARD, President 
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PASSOVER GREETINGS 
from 


CHICAGO SINAI CONGREGATION 


5350 South Shore Drive Chicago, Illinois 
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PASSOVER GREETINGS 


CONGREGATION EZRAS ISRAEL of WEST ROGERS PARK 


7001 N. California Avenue 
BENZION KAGANOFF, Rabbi PAUL ROSENBERG, President 


SEASON’S GREETINGS 
THE NILES TOWNSHIP JEWISH CONGREGATION 


INTERIM OFFICE—4420 Oakton St., Skokie, Ill._—Sidney J. Jacobs, Rabbi—Robert Zalkin, Hassan—Harzl W. 
Honor, Director of Religious Education—Myron Greisdorf, President—Mrs. Marvin E. Cooper, Sisterhood 
President—Harold Schneider, Brotherhood President—Louis |. Heller, Executive Director 


Passover Greetings from 


BETH AM, THE PEOPLES SYNAGOGUE 
7183 South Coles Avenue 
ERIC FRIEDLAND, Rabbi ROBERT ADLER, President 
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PASSOVER GREETINGS 
TEMPLE BETH-ISRAEL 
4850 N. Bernard Ave., Chicago 25 
ERNST M. LORGE, Rabbi DR. ELMER H. JACOBSON, President 
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PISER 


Memorial Chapels 


North Memorial Chapel 


South Memorial Chapel 
5206 Broadway, Chicago 40 - LO 1-4740 


6935 Stony Island, Chicago 49 - DO 3-4920 


GRATCH-MANDEL MEMORIAL CHAPEL 
2235 West Division Street, Chicago 22 - BRunswick 8-5900 


— DIRECTORS — 


ARTHUR MANDEL 
Sot Przer 


Cuartes E, Kaye 
Muton H. Yarre 


Everene J. MAnpEL 
Lovuts ALBERT 


Reverence for the Dead — Consideration for the Living 


Jewish Funeral Directors Since 1865 


Furth 


AND COMPANY 


NOW PROVIDE EXTENSIVE FACILITIES IN 
THEIR NEW CHAPEL 


2100 EAST 75th STREET, at Clyde Ave. 


Phone: Midway 3-5400 


Private Parking Facilities 


A dignified reverence for customs 
and ritual observance. ...A service 
and home-like atmosphere of warmth 
and beauty to bring comfort and 
consolation. 





ORIGINAL 


Weinstein & Sons 


Since 1890 


3019 West Peterson Road 
LOngbeach 1-1890 


NORTHWEST: 
8140 West Lawrence 
LOngbeach 1-1890 


HERSHEY WEINSTEIN 
President 


LAURIE WEINSTEIN 
Funeral Director 














